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THROUGH AGES THOU HAST SLEPT IN CHAINS AND NIGHT.......ARISE, NOW, MAN, AND VINDICATE THY RIGHT! 
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THE VETERANS. 

FROM THE FRENCH OF PIERRE JEAN DE BERANGER, 

Ah, they have now almost forgot 
Our service in the bannered wars, 
And we are fain to hide the scars, 

Trophies of hearts that wearied not; 
Jena and Ulm can witness how 

Hands nerved to do, hearts throbbed to dare, 
And yet they say, with scornful brow, 

* Oh, they were there !’” 


Yes, we were there, for honor there, 
Not for a chief, but France! that name 
Wakes in each heart a filial flame, 

Alike in glory and despair! 

Our mother calls,—we fly to save ; 

She bids,—our blood flows free as air: 
In dark defeat, or well-won field, 

Still, we were there ! 


Yet all the valient could not fall, 
And sheltered now will they remain, 
Till France skail summon them again, 

And find them few, but fearless all ; 
Proud remnant of that host who came 

‘To shake the nations with despair ; 
To renovate thine olden fame,— 

We still are there! 


To shield our king, to guard his crown, 
In peril’s path we boldly move; 
To save a people whom we love, 
‘To crush a foe who fears our frown; 
And oh, when honor’s voice shall sound, 
‘That voice shall not be lost in air ; 
Our country’s living ramparts round,— 
We shall be there! 


Now we resign those blades that blazed 
Such lightning on the vaunting foe ; 
We lay our eagle ensigns low, 

Those meteors on which nations gazed ; 
But if our France, if glory high, 

Should summon us, the world shall hear 
Louder than triumph’s note, our cry,— 

Behold us here! 


ii DRONES AND THE WORKING CLASS, 


n the following selection from Shelly’s Queen Mab, 
have made a slight change to give it application 
he condition of the hives in our drone-afflicted na- 
-—U. S. Journal. 
Those gilded flies 
at basking in the sunshine of monopoly, 
ten on its corruption—what are they ? 
e drones of thecommunity. They feed 
the mechanic’s laber; the starved hind 
r them compels the stubborn soil to yield 
unshared harvests; and yon squalid form, 
aner than fleshless misery that wastes 
sunless life in the anwholesome mine, 
ags out in labor a protructed death, 
p glut their grandeur; many faint with toil, 
1¢ few may know the cares and woes of s‘oth, 





hence, thinkest thou, bankers and parasites arose ? 
hence that unnatural hive of drones, who heap 
il and unvanquishatle penury 
those who built their palaces, and bring 
eit daily bread ? 
om special privilege and vice, black loathsome vice ; 
om rapine, madness, treachery and wrong ; 
‘om all that genders misery, and makes 
earth this thorny wilderness; from lust, 
venge and murder. 


And when reason’s voice, 
ud as the voice of nature, shall have waked 
he nations,—and mankind perceive that vice 
discord, war and misery,—that virtue 
peace and happiness and harmony,— 
yhen man’s maturer nature shall disdain 
he playthings of its childhood—kingly glare, 
he splendor of successful fraud, the pomp of wealth, 
ill lose their power to dazzle—sheir authority 
Vill silently pass away—the gorgeous throne 
hall stand unnoticed in the regal hall, 
ast falling to decay,—whilst falsehood’s trade 
hall be as hateful and unprofitable 
Asthat of truth is now. 





A dandy in Broadway, wishing to be witty, accosted 
he old bellman as follows: “ You take all sorts of trum- 
pery in your cart? “ Yes, jump in, jump ia.” 


That it has ever cherished 
A moment's love for thee, 


BY ELIZA COOK. 

Come, let us part with lightsome heart, 
Nor breathe one chiding sigh, 

To think that wings of raindow plume 
So soon should learn to fly. 

We scarcely like the chimes to strike 
That tells of Pleasure’s flight; 

But Frlendship’s chain, when severed thus, 
Is sure to re-unite, 

Then why not we as merry be, 
Though this song be the last, 

Believing other hours will come 
As bright as those just past ? 


The wild bird’s song is fond and long, 
But the sweetest and the best, 

Is whistled as he leaves the bough, 
To seek his lonely nest : 

The sun’s rich ray shines through the day, 
But flashes deeper still 

While darting forth his farewell ray 
Behind the western hill. 

Then why not we as merry be, 
In this our parting strain, 

For, like the bird and sun, we'll come 
With joy and warmth again. 


The moments fled, like violets dead, 
Shall never lose their power ; 

For grateful perfume ever marks 
The Memory’s withered fiower. 

The sailor’s lay, in peaceful bay, 
With gladsome mirth rings out ; 

But when the heavy anchor’s weighed, 
He gives as blithe a shout : 

Then why not we as merry be, 
In this our parting strain, 

And trust, as gallant soilors do, 
To make the port again. 


THE QUAKER’S DAUGHTER. 








A STORY OF OLD SALEM, 


The annals of the year 1658 will ever present a blot 
on the historic page or 1wew Engtand, and the lifted 
veil discloses a fury of religious intolerance, and a vio- 
lence of persecution, which darkly stains the character 
of those who, in other respects, merit the highest enco- 
miums. 

It was during the height of the popular fury in New 
England, against the Quakers, that the occurrences 
which I am about to relate, took place. Before a small; 
unpainted house in Salem, on a beautiful summer even- 
ing, sat an old man and a fair girl, his daughter. Their 
faces but illy concealed the anxiety of their hearts, and 
a listener might easily have seen that their fearful fore- 
bodings were not unfounded. 

“ Verily,” said the old man, after a pause in the con- 
versation, during which he had appeared to be engaged 
in inward prayer, “ Verily, the hand of persecution is 
heavy upon us. Surely it was this place that caused 
my own wife, Rebecca, to go down to the grave, ere yet 
the grasshopper had become a burden as it has to me.— 
And now, poor William, what will become of him 3— 
Twice has he suffered the cruel sentence of an unjust 
law, for visiting you, my daughter. I pray Goud that he 
may not have the temerity to return.” 

“ Amen,” with blanched cheeks and tearful eyes, ejac- 
ulated the maiden. 

Her anxious attitude, her clasped hands—all told a 
tale of deep affection. To Willian Horsley had her 
youthful faith been plighted, while she was yet in her 
native England, and the extent of his affection may be 
imagined, when it is remembered that twice, as the rea- 
der has already been informed, had he been publicly 
whipped for venturing within the precincts of that towa 
from which he had been banished. The penalty of the 
third offence was death, and yet in spite of the danger 
had he dared week after week to visit her whom he lov- 
ed; and her affectionate remonstrances only served to 
keighten his passion for one who, in her love for anoth- 
er, thought not of herself.» 

Long and anxiously did father and daughter converse 
about their future prospects. They could not suppose 
that, known as they were to be Quakers, they should 
long remain unmolested ; but there was in the breast of 
each a careful nourished hope that their perfectly harm- 
less life might, at least, avert for a time the storm which 
they felt to be gathering. 

But these hopes were vain. As the two arose to re- 
treat to their dwelling from the night air and dew, their 
attention was arrested loud voices, and the tread of hea- 
vy feet. 

Shortly a party of rough, ill-favored men stopped at 
the door of theit humble house, and freely entering and 
seating themselves within, began to pass the usual 
rough jests which the presence ef unprotected beau- 
ty will always excite in the minds of the brutal and 
unfeeling. 

The visit filled the beautiful Quakeress with undis- 
guised alarm; she was wholly unprotected, for her fath- 
er appeared stupified by the before unheard of liberties 
with his property, and said net a word; but by the oc- 
casional flash of his eye at some new outrage, it was 
easy to see that in his younger days, a much smaller 

injary would have called forth something besides angry 
looks. 

The object of their coming was soon made manifest. 
“ The town can’t allow you, old feller,” said the leader 
of the gang, “te cumber this ground any longer. So, 
stir your stumps, and beoff. If you're here at six o'clock 
to-morrow morning, by the whiskers of the Virgin, you 





sha’nt have a roof to cover you.” 
| « Jobey,” said the old man, meekly. 


rem gry, NOW and evermore ; 
Avib his fame no aid had hen 
His country is his monument. 


| 


“ But as for this little sparraw,” continued the ruffian, 
“if she can fancy me, she shall go home and live with 
me, What say you, my dear?” 

The girl replied by an indignant gesture. 

“Ah! I know how the wind lies. I’ve seen that 
Horsley around here before now; but hark ye—you 
know his fate as well as I do, if he ventures into these 
parts again. So, warn him, for I’m on the look out.” 

The distress and alarm depicted on+he girl’s counte- 
nance was so evident, that the fellow stopped, and after 
reiterating his jnjunctions to the old man, the band took 
a welcome leave. 

“The Lerd’s will be done,” said the Quaker, after a 
short pause; “ let us obey those who have the power.” 

A short time was consumed in making preparations 
for their departure ; but ere their arrangements could be 
completed, the old man was stricken down with a burn- 
ing fever. ‘The unusual excitement had been too much 
for him, and hastened a disease, the symptoms of which 
he had felt for two or three days. 

For some moments after the truth broke upon the 
mind of the daughter, she remained stupified, not know- 
ing whither toturn, All their quaker friends (and they 
had no others) had deserted the place.. Her lover, she 
knew, would fly to her assistance, if he could but be 
made acquainted with her situation; but his presence 
would only increase her anxiety; and, in any case, she 
knew not where to seek him, 

But her strong mind soon discovered the only course 
in her almost helpless condition. The house, she was 
aware, would be sacked in the morning, and if she was 
discovered, nothing could save her from public disgrace. 
Food and medicine, too, must be obtained for her fath- 
er, and her only way to get it was to leave him, return- 
ing at night. 

Toa little ruined out-house, at some distance from 
their dwelling, she carried a bed, and having rendered 
the place as comfortable as possible, she assisted the old 
man thither, and having carefully nursed him until mor- 
ning, she early left him, not without fearful forebodings. 
Nor were her fears entirely groundless. In the morn- 
ing the house was ransacked and stripped of every val- 
uable. But the hovel, from its meay appearance, was 
not visited, and in the ensuing night, having during the 
day wandered twenty milis for food and medicine, as spe 
daved net inquire for it neagtr, pste*returned to her fat 


er. Although dangerously ill, he appeared to be sleep- 
ing quietly. 

For more than a week the devoted maiden thus watch- 
ed by night the sick bed of her father, and she had al- 
ready begun to look forward to the time when he should 
rise from it, and seck with her and one other whose name 
she was too modest to breathe, a far off spot in the wil- 
derness, where they might dwell in peace, when onc 
dark night, as she was hastening along the road to 
the Quaker’s bedside, she felt herself clasped around 
the waist by no very gentle hands, and at the same 
time a voice, not altogether unknown to her ears, 
cried out: 

“ Fillo! my darling sparrow, what now? I thought 
as much from seeing the track of a pretty foot around 
the old place this morning. Going to get what we've 
left, eh ? You slighted me the other day,” continued he, 
in a louder tone, as she commenced a faint struggle, 
“ and by the bones of my mother you shall smart for it 
now.” 

Completely exhausted with fatigue and terror, the lit- 
tle Quakeress was dragged along by the men until she 
was brought to the prison, into which, after some short 
delay in an examination, she was thrust, receiving 
as she went the gratuitous intelligence that every thing 
was prepared for giving her a public whipping in the 
morning. 

It was not until the key was turned upon the poor 
girl in the lonely cell, that the full horror of her situa- 
tion struck her. Shame aad disgrace she felt that she 
could lear when in the way of her duty, but to be pub- 
licly whipped—it was too much. Her sensitive nature 
shrunk from the pain and the exposure. The old Qua- 
ker, too—what would become of him! The forsaken 
girl fell on her knees, and long and earnestly did she 
pray for deliverance for herself, and health for her 
father. 

And deliverance was not far off. As she rose from 
her knees, a light tap at the window arrested her at- 
tention. A voice that she well knew pronounced hier 
name. She flew to the spot, and a joyuus kiss through 
the iron bars showed that she well knew who was 
there. 

But her happiness vanished when she thought of their 
mutual danger. She gently reproached her lover for ex- 
posing himself to so great a risk, and earnestly en- 
treated him to leave her to her fate and save himsclf— 
But William Horsley would listen to no such counsel. 
Having heard of their situation, he had hastened to 
their assistance, and arriving near the house, was wit- 
ness to the capture of his betrothed. Me delayed only 
long enough to provide himself with necessary imple- 
ments, and appeared, as we have seen, at the window of 
the prison, determined to rescue his beloved or perish in 
the attempt. 

Animated by love, he worked with zeal to which the 
presence of the quakeress added not a little. Her aid, al- 
so, within, was very valuable; and in two hours their 
united efforts had removed enough of the bars to enabte 


William to draw her through the opening. It is need- 
less to say that the hopes of the blood-thirsty were dis- 
appointed, and that the lovers escaped free. 

hey foumd the old Quaker so far recovered, that with 
great exertions they were enabled to remove him to a 
place of comparative safety, about three miles distant, 
whence, a short time after, they removed to one of the 
frontier towns in New- ire, where the usual con- 


their descend, 
the heads of this érue story, is now living on the banks 
of the Winnipisseoge, 





| 


-eumwuree, wos ui serscommand, Impaired looks, and, 
indeed, rained constitutions, both of mind and body.— 
Considering the alarming prevalence of these downward 


THE DESERTED HOMESTEAD. 


There is a lonely homestead, 
In a green and quiet vale, 
With its tall trees sighing mournfully, 
To every passing gale; 
There are many ruins round it 
In the sunlight gleaming fair, 
But moss-grown is that silver cot, 
Its walls are grey and bare! 


Where once glad voices sounded, 
Of children in their mirth, 
No whisper bieaks the solitude 
Of that deserted hearth. 
The swallow from its dwelling 
To the low eaves hath flown, 
Ani all night long the whippoorwill 
Sings by the threshhold stone. 


No hand above the lattice 
Ties up the trailing vines, 

And through the broken casement panes 
The moon at midnight shines ; 

And many a solemn shadow 
Seems standing from the gloom, 

Like forms of long departed ones, 
Peopling that dim old room. 


O! where are they whose voices 
Rung out o’er hill and dale? 

Gone! and their mournful memories 
Seem but an oft-told tale. 

Some to the quiet church-yard, 
And some beyond the sea, 

To mcet no more as once they met 
Beneath that old roof tree. 


Fame and embition lured them 
From that green vale to roam; 
But as their dazzling dreams depart, 

Regretful memories come, 
Of the valley and the homestead, 
Of their childhood pure and free, 
Till each worn weary spirit ) earns 
That home once more to see. 


O} Bless ase eney wiio linger 
*Mid old familiar things, 
Where every object round the heart 
Its hallowed influence flings; 
Though won are wealth and honors, 
Though reached fame’s lofty dome, 
There are no joys like those which spring 
Within our childhood’s home. 


—— — 


THILLING SKETCH, 
BY MRS. L. M. CHILD, 


A 


Onc of my father’s brothers, residing in Boston at 
that time, (when the yellow fever prevailed to sucha 
frightful extent) became a victim to the pestilence.— 
When the first symptom appeared, his wife sent the 
children into the country, and herself remained to attend 
upon him. Her friends warned her against such rash- 
ness. They told her it would be death to her and no 
benefit to him: for he would soon be too ill toknow who 
attended upon him. These arguments made no impres- 
sion upon her affectionate heart. She felt that it would 
be a long-life satisfaction to her to know who atten led 
upon him, if Ae did not. She accordingly staid and 
watched with unremittingcare. This, however did not 
avail to save him. He grew worse and worse, and 
finally died. Those who went around with the dead- 
carts had visited the chamber, and seen that the end was 
near. They now came to take the body. His wife re- 
fused to let it go. She told me that she never knew how 
to account for it,but,though he was cold and rigid,and to 
every appearance quite dead, there was a powerful im- 
pression upon her mind that life was not extinct. The 
men were overborne by the strength of her conviction, 
though their own reason was opposed to it. 

The half hour again came round, and again was heard 
the solemn word, ‘Bring out your dead.’ The wife 
again resisted their importunities ; but this time the men 
were more resolute. They said the duty assigned to 
them was a painful one; but the health of thecity re- 
quired punctual obedience to the orders they received ; 
if they ever expected the pestilence to abate, it must te 
by prompt removal of the dead, and immediate infumi- 
gation of the infected apartments. 

She pleaded and pleaded, and even knelt to them in an 
agony of tears, continually saying, ‘I am sure he is not 
dead.’ The men represented the utter absurdity of such 
an idea; but finally, overcome by her tears, again de- 
parted. With trembling haste she renewed her efforts 
to rostore him. She raised his head, rolled his limbs in 
hot flannel, and placed hot onions his feet. The dread- 
ed half-hour again came round, aud found him as cold 
and rigid as ever. She renewed her entreaties so des- 
perately that the messengers began to think a little gen- 
tle force would be necessary. They accordingly at- 
tempted to remove the body against her will; but she 
threw herself upon it, and clung to it with such frantic 
strength, that they could not easily loosen her grasp.— 
Impressed by the remarkable energy of her will, they 
relaxed their efforts. To all their remonstrances she 
answered, “ If you bury him you shall bury me with 
him.” At last, by dint of reasoning on the necessity @F 
the case, they obtained from her a promise, that, if he 
showed no signs of life, before they agaia came round, 
she would make no further opposition to the removal of 
the body. 

Having gained this respite, she hung the watch by 
the bed-post, and renewed her efforts with redoubled 
zeal. She kept kegs of hot water about him, forced hot 
brandy between his teeth, and breathed into his nostrils, 
and held hartshoin to his nose; but still the body lay 





‘ofa ruined tenement. The merchant paused to inquire that there is not an admixture of etror; 


what was the matter. 
A woman, sir, has been found dead below there,” 


~ —_—_——————————— 
motionless and cold. She looked anxiously at the 
watch ; in five minutes the promised half-hour would 
expire, and those dreadful voices would be heard, pass- 
ing through the street. Hopelessness came over her— 
she dropped the head she had been sustaining— her hand 
trembled violently—and the hartshorn she had been 
holding was spilled on the pallid face. Accidantally 
the position of the head had become slightly tipped back- 
ward, and the powerful liquid flowed into his nostrils, 
Instantly there was a short, quick gasp—a struggle— 
his eyes opened! and when the dcath-men came again, 
they found him sitting up in the bed! He is still alive 
and has enjoyed unusually good health. 





Original. 
MANHOOD. 

Viewing the subject of manhood in its general sense, 
by which we mean its pysical and moral condition, we 
define it to be that stage in the natural life of man when 
all his powers, whether mental or corporeal, are fully 
developed: and hence, we thus address him: 

Reflect, conscious being, you who are the burthen of 
our theme, that you have new arrived at that period in 
you journey through life, whieh significantly points 
to its termination. Already is the busy scene half com- 
pleted ; while the full measure of your past flitting days 
is being filled by that faithful meter, | Time; whose 
movements, none can check,—whose favors, none can 
purchase, 

Soon, soon, indeed, will you be gently sliding down 
to your funeral vault; and, with sure, if not conscious 
gradation, advancing to its yawning verge. Ponder, 
therefore on your position; put on your proper and be- 
coming habiliment—7he Man; and calculate with vig- 
ilance, on your future movements. Consider, we earnest- 
ly beseech you, even with selfish diligence, the circume 
scribed time allotted for the performance of what you 
have to do: and, oh! neglect not, to reflect on the fatal 
consequences which may attend the procrastination of 
this, your all engrossing duty. 

Permit us, fellow mortal, to remind you, that the gun 
of your life has passed the meridian line of its circum- 
scribed career; and that the shades of night are steadily 
though almost imperceptibly ing you. Arouse, 
therefore froin your lethargy, if such be your mental 
disease;<@Bird up your loins, and nerve yeur energies 
for the arduous strife—for the necessary and unavoida- 
ble combat. “Be up and doing.” Commence inear- 
nest, the work which lies before you. Divorce yourself 
from the follies of your youth, if such be still your in- 
heritance ; and act as becomes the dignity of that stage 
in your journey, to which you are graciously permitted 
to arrive: even to that stage which, at once, unfolds 
your mental, moral, and physical Manhood. 

Do you need advice in this all important pursuit 1~ 
Dare we, your comrades in frailty and error, presume 
to offer it? or, do we possess a moral standard of suffi- 
cient rectitude to enlist your undoubting confidence in 
our discretion, judgment, and dictation? If you doubt, 
we recommend to you not to abuse your reason, (for the 
due exercise of which you shall account,) by blindly 
following our instructions ;—If, on the contrary, you 
venture to place your moral discipline, your present 
good, and future prospects under our disinterested guid- 
ance, we take leave, thus respectfully to advise you ; 

Apply yourself, with becoming zeal and industry, to 
your vocatien in life, solicitous, at all times, and, on all 
occasions, to observe the most punctilious diligence in 
the faithful discharge of your duties. Act with 
lous integrity in all your trusts and transactions with 
mankind ; and stoop not to stain your character, even in 
the esteem of your own conscience, with the reproach 
of injustice. Despond not, when occurrences are gloo- 
my, even to accommodate the quailings of your nature. 
Consider that amongst the often varied vicissitudes of 
human events, the scene which is clouded to-day, may 
brighten to-morrow, under circumstances of which you 
may have noconception; for you “know not what a 
day or an hour may bring forth.” 

e would next advise you, (dependent comrade in 
the toils and trials of life) to undertake no project on 
which you cannot, with hope, if not with confidence 
implore the blessing of your Creator; bearing in mind 
the awful truth, that “ The Lord is angry with the wick 
ed, and that conttnually:” while we next reeommend to 
you, never to engage in schemes, however fancifully 
important, which are barely possible. To do so, is not 
less unreasonable than to expect to be the winner of a 
solitary prize amongst ten thousand chances. 

But, amidst your negotiations for the economical use 
of Time, beware not to leave Elernity out of your con- 
sideration. Let all your actions tend to this, as the 
grand centre of attraction; and thus will you be ena- 
bled to lay up in the safety-fund of heaven, a treasure 
which “ moth and rust cannot corrupt; where thieves 
cannot break through and steal;” and which you cannot 
exhaust throughout the rolling ages of cndiens ure 
ance. 

We would next allude to your recreations. 
sedulously, to confine them within the bounds v- 
ed moderation; and let them be few and innoce In 
their pursuit, be careful not to debase your nature with 
censual pleasures ; nor to place yourself on a level with 
the brute. Avoid the ensnaring temptations of the har- 
lot as you would the sting of a viper. You have good 
authority to believe, that “her house inclineth unto 
death, while her paths lead unto destruction.” 

Dream not of perfect or unallayed felicity through 
life. It is not the lot of man in this, his state of p ° 
tion; and therefore must your search after it prove ab- 
ortive. Expect, rather, to encounter briars and thorns . 
in the track of life; and hence, we advise you to move 
forward with fortitude and courage, taking Caution, as 
the best of handmaids, to guide you. Experience also 
proves, that even celibacy, itself, is not from cares ; 
for even he who is alone, is not free from vexation. In 
a word, sorrows and troubles are more or less the lot of 
mankind ; and hence the cup of pure and unmixed hap- 
piness Was never poured out unto any one of the humag 
family. 

As, therefore, mortality has burdens which you must 
carry, perhaps you would do well, if not already provi- 

} ded, to blend yourself with a partner for life, whose rep- 
utation for virtue, humahity, and good nature, will in- 
sure your confidence. Such a partner will ass‘st you to 
bear the load, whenever it must be borne, = thus ren- 
der your toils tolerable, if not pleasing. In prosperity, 
she will assuredly add to your joy: in adversity, she 
will not fail to comfort you: and, this, be well assured, 
i treat her well, in no other earthly souce can 
faithful @ lover, so true a friend, 80 sincere ,a 
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that that there is an 
infinitely greater probability of his being wrong in some 
than right in all, 
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Two Truts ror Lise.—Dereat or THe Conspir- 
aTors, aND TaiumpH oF THE PuiLosorpukr.—Immedi- 
ately after the revival of the Sub, & conspiracy, as usu- 
al, was entered into amongst a large number of thieves, 
stool-pigeons, wealthy tyrants and dishonest officials, 
with a view of effecting, if possible, its suppression.— 
For this purpose several brothel pimps, stool-pigeons 
and usurers, nearly every one of whom are placed by 











+ their crimes at theentire mercy of the dealers in justice 


who hold power in the Tombs, were drummed up and 
ordered to get indictments against me for publishing 
their villanies. The result of this formidable combina- 
tion came off in the Court of Sessions on last Monday 
and Tuesday. The readers of this paper have not 
been annoyed with any allusion whatever to these 
trials, for the simple reason that the parties concern- 
ed were too depraved and contemptible for notice, and 
the idea of such persons attempting to sue at all, 
even without making any allowance for the prejudice 
which I had good reason to suppose the members of the 
Court entertained towards mé, was too superlatively 
ridiculous to excite any other feeling but contempt.— 
Wilkes and Horspool, or Horspool and Wilkes, take 
them either way, and what a nice span for drawing 
anything from a badger to unlawful interest they will 
make. Farce though it was, as the first act had com- 
menced it must be gone through with, and accordingly 
as my name was on the calender I was on hand at the 
Sessions on Monday morning. Every effort has been 
made by a number of individuals with whom I fek 
great repugnance in speaking, on account of their be- 
ing intimate with the fellows above named, to induce 
me to soften the supposed libels a-dittle, in return for 
which the suits would be iastantly dropped, in addition 
to which J was to receive the thanks of the parties.— 
This last was of course an inducement with a ven- 
‘gearice, notwithstanding which, however, 1 was euffi- 
ciently unobliging to indignantly refuse the anxiously 
sought favor, and promise a kicking asa reward for 
renewing it. On the opening of the court aman named 
Patterson, who is said to be District Attorney, snap- 
pishly called out, “is Mike Walsh in Court?” 

“He aint anywhere else,” was my response, 

“ Mr. Walsh, you are indicted for a libel on Geo. 
Wilkes, (a titter in court) and also for another on John 
Horspool, (all eyes were centered on the latter who en- 
deavored to look as composed as possible) are you rea- 
dy for trial ?” 

“ Qh yes, 1 suppose so, although 1 have not pleaded 
to the indictment yet.” 

“ Guilty or not guilty 2” 

“Why not guilty, of course.” 

Although the balance oceupied nearly two days, it is 
told in very few words. 

“ Mr, Walsh, who is your counsel in these cases 7?” 

“Mike Walsh, 1 reckon,” 

The following article was then presented to the jury, 
who, after patiently listening to all the testimony in the 
case, instantly rendered a verdict of “ Not Guilty.” 


Cavtion.—A miserable, white-livered thief, who for- 
merly swept out my office, and who has recently publish- 
ed a contemptible compilation on the Oregon question, 
has been attempting to collect advertisements for this 
paper. The public are cautioned against him, as he is 
a stool-pigeon and false witness. 


This Wilkes is a fair sample of the fellows who com- 
plain against me. He was formerly brothel chronicler 
for a beastly, fraudulent and disgusting obscene paper 
which was suppressed by the authorities as a “ public 
nuisance,” called the Sunday Flash—has been a com- 
mon loafer in groggeries and brothels, and actually spit 
in the face of a decent hard-working woman in the pub- 
lic street, who was defrauded out of some money either 
by him or the person who fed him. 1 have administer- 
ed several kickings to the white-livered wretch for his 
conduct towards others, and 1 understand that he is now 
trying to commence the black mail again. 

The next customer was Harspool. The following 
was the source of his grievance : 


G oF THE Waits House.—Several honest, 
worthy mechanics, belonging tothe dem- 
ied for this work, and every honest 
idently supposed that, in accordance with 
$, it would of course be divided out 
amongst them according to the different branches in 
which they wore engege - But how has this very rea- 
ney eee verified? Has it been so di- 
vided ? em § Why should vulgar poverty re- 
ceive official favor? It is enough for such fellows to 
huzza themselves hoarse at public mectings—carry tor- 
ches and banners in processions—do the fighting, pi 
laying aid dirty work of their respective sae Bes A 
y must not have the unexampled impudence to aspire 
to any ofthe nice things resulting from their own exer- 
A glass Ayes oe geutenate of fulsome 
occasionally, a ical shake of the hand 
from a few officials a as Widebted to them ay fat 
$ must be considered an remu- 
neration for all the toil and service Vibeeen work- 
ing fellows are capable of rendering. 

To whom, if not to these worthy mechanics, then 
has the lucrative job been given?” exclaims some ser. 
credulous tool. “Are there no other r 
and worthy nics in the world but those who have 
pape! 9 Yes, there are many, but none of them had 

ne good fortune to meet with any better favor than the 

discarded applicants. “ Who, then got it ?” Why, a 

Harspool, who, since i eae + som ah me 
emocracy, has ev 

been one of the most ultra hunkers in this cxy! A fel 
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Great earnestness and solemnity, 


for advocating the Sub hehe wipe tf He was a stock- 
‘holder to a large amount in the old United States Bank ; 

is notorious for his avidity in seizing every opportunity 

to oppress and take advantage of his workmen, by 

whieh means, and letting out furniture to women of 
pleasure, he has amassed a princely fortune. He made 

a pretty tiberal use of his money while in Washington, 

amongst the President’s confidents, some of whom, 1t is 

said, are to have a percentage off the job, for their dis- 

graceful agency in procuring it. As Harspool s chances, 

on leaving this city for Washington, were of che most 

deSperrte character, he formed a copartners} ip in the 

speculation with two other federalists, nar.ed Meeks 

and Bandouine, by which two-thirds of his expenses, 

whether he suc ed or failed, was to be pail by them, 

and he in case of success was to divide one half the job 
between them. Itis said that he has presented a most 
formidable bill of expenses to them—so much so, that 
those acquainted with the miserable penuriousness of 
the beggarly dog, say it would more than suffice to pay 
his whole expenses for the past five years. It is also ru- 
mored that he intends re-fitting some of the second-hand 
furniture which has adorned many a female boarding- 
house parlor in his own Ward, with the intention of 
wringing it in on the President. This, if so, would be 
outrageous in the extreme. Meeks keeps now, and has 
kept for years, the meanest rat shop in this city. Every 
time the cabinet makers have struck against a further 
reduction of their pitiful wages, this heartless and des- 
potic ruffian has sent an agent to Germany, and brought 
out ships full of men, whom he decoyed and deluded un- 
der promise of constant employment. Bandouine also 
keeps a rat shop, and forced all his workmen, most of 
whom were not voters at the time, to turn out in the great 
Whig Procession last fall, or be discharged. Only two 
(New-Yorkers) had the manhood to resist this insulting 
edict, and they received their walking papers next morn- 
ing. (Query—wouldn’t they be more than justified in 
s iting his scull open with aclub?) On the day the 
Pesaretic Procession turned out, he gave peremptory 
orders that no man should leave the shop that day, even 
to gotodinner. ‘This, J am sorry to say, was rigidly 
complied with. 

“ And these are the soulless scamps who are to fur- 
nish the White House! A pretty reward, truly, for the 
extraordinary services which the working men of this 
country rendered during the Presidentio® cootest—sad 
for it they can but blame their own cowardice and sub- 
serviency. Slaves you will ever be, so long as your op- 
pressors find you kind and passive under the yoke— and 
dupes, as long as demagogues find it profitable to hum- 
bug you. If you would have a change, remember you 
must first change yourselves. ‘That’s the secret of your 
own helplessness, as it is also of the power of the knaves 
who oppress you.” 

Several witnesses—amongst whom was an old ae- 
quaintance of John’s, named Phebe Doty—were exam- 
ined, when the case was quashed. 1 shall attend to this 
matter in another number— perhaps next week—as some 
of the facts developed require commenting on. 





Awrut Warnine ro Pourtica Dures.—On Thurs- 
day morniag while seated on one of the damask cover- 
ed ottomans which adorn the front parlor of my office, 
enjoying the delightful flavor of a splendid regalio, and 
listening attentively to the heroic and faithful Murat re- 
citing a few of the exploits which he performed on the 
lakes during his absence, I saw a pensive and poverty- 
bowed looking man slowly walking backwards and 
forwards in the Park immediately opposite. His hands 
were carelessly clasped b his back, and his eyes 
were fixed in vacancy towards the ground. His hag- 
gard look—his tattered garments, and, in short, every 
thing about him gave strong and striking evidence that 
he was suffering under pinching want, made doubly bit- 
ter by the remorseful, paralyzing consciousness that his 
present destitution and degradation were but the legiti- 
mate results of his own uspardonable folly. Murat, 
after gazing with painful steadiness mt the poor fMow 
for a few minutes, during which time his segar uncon- 
consciously dropped from between his fingers, suddeuly 
raised his manly figure to its full dimensions, and relax- 
ing the stern severity of his noble brow, struck his open 
hand upon his thigh with sufficient force to have konck- 
ed an ordinary man apart, turned to me and with mark- 
ed emphasis said,—‘ Mike, that man is in trouble.” Af.- 
ter pacing fora few moments more, he took a roll of 
manuscript from his pocket, looked at it—then lowered 
his hand and raised his head, in whith position he re- 
mained abstractedly for a few moments, afier which he 
commenced a gradual movement in the direction of my 
office. “ That man is suffering under remorse for some 
transactions of his past life, you may depend,” said the 
sngacious Murat, “and feels a desire to reform, in which 
case I hope to God he may be successful,” he continued 
without changing his pesition for an instant, or taking 
his eye from the object of his solicitation. In another 
moment the broken-hearted victim of unprincipled polit- 
ical demagogues was entering the door. 

“Ts Mr, Walsh in?” said he in a voice which seemed 
to emanate from a region which had long been unvisit- 
ed by a good meal of victuals, 

“ Yes, Sir,” I replied. 

“Ah! I believe this is him, now,” he remarked with 
a smile,which actually increased the sadness of his mel- 
ancholy countenance, as he stepped forward to congrat- 
ulate me. I immediately rose and warmly clasped his 
cold and attenuated hand. 

“Weil, God bless you, Mike! I only wish I had 
known as much as you do mbout the depravity and heart- 
lessness of politicians, when I was of your age, I would 
now be comfortable and happy, with a cheerful fireside 
of my own, and a joyous and grateful family to share 
its comforts with me, instegd of being what I am, a poor 
destitute and forlorn wretch, soured by disappointment, 
and shattered by r ious that for years | 
have been the pliant, unrewarded tool of corrupt knaves 
who, by hypocritically hojting oat promises to my van- 
uy and selfishness which were never intended to be ful- 
filled, have induced me to war against principles which 
my heart, when unbiassed by mercenary motives, cordi- 
ally approved. Yes, Mike, were it not for the well- 
known magnanimity of ‘your charaeter I would not 
now dare to approach you in friendship, for I have been 
slavishly induced, and it is with shame and mortifica- 
tion that I acknowledge it even in my present degrada- 
tion, to oppose, calumniate, and denounce even you, 
who have sacrificed every thing but principle for the 
class to which | always belonged before I became a po- 
litical loafer. Yes, { feelashamed of my ingratitude to- 
wards a man whose integrity and disinterestedness the 
most reckless of his enemies has not the hardihood to 
question for a an instant, but the passed cannot be re- 
called, though it may be partially atoned for.” 

- “Oh, never mind anything you have ever either said 
or done against me, my friend,+it is sufficient for me to 
know that every poor man who opposes me, invariably 








does so from the most base and mercenary moves,” I re- 


plied ™® 

“If there was no gold or offices with which to bribe 
working men, it woald be impossible to find one living 
who would not openly express the admiration and grat- 
itude which all in reality feel towards you for the course 
which you have ever pursued with a steadfastness and 
fearleesness entirely your own,” exclaimed Murat, with 





Up to this moment he had eagerly liste ne 


to the remarks of the mysterious stranger, wh 
seemed to regard as a fit object of pity. 

“TI think I have seen you in Mike’s office repeatedly, 
when he kept on the corner.” 

“ Perhaps so; I was there many months.” 

“ They call you Murat, I believe, in consequence of 
certain qualities which you have displayed on several 
memorable occasions, the recollection of which makes 
the blood creep through your enemies’ veins.” 

“Well, yes; I’m familiarly called so, though my 
name is Spragg.” 

“ Of that Lam alsoaware. Do yourecollect the great 
County Meeting in the Park, while Mike was speaking, 
when you anda few more ‘ Subs.’ sprung from the stand 
among the hireliag thousands who were paid to put you 
all down, and how you ploughed your way like a small 
fleet through so much floating sea grass, until you came 
to the table on the City Hall steps, upon which Briggs 
and his associates stood; and then how you put your 
head and shoulders under the table, and precipitated both 
that and the twelve hunkers who were upon it, into the 
tumultuous crowd beneath; and then their heart-pierc- 
ing shrieks which make me shudder even now when I 
think on the scene.” 

“ You were there, then ?” 

“Twas, Sir: ]eame in company with three or four 
thousand more, who were organized by the hunkers for 
the purpose of puuing Mike down, and in common with 
many more of the party who were unable to make good 
their retreat, I received what we all richly merited, a 
sound drubbing, for my meanness and temerity.” 

“ Well, you had no idea that one man as poor as Mike 
is could possibly raise friends enough, without solicita- 
tion, to successfully compete with all the wealth, power, 
patronage and corruption of a party then in possession 
of all the offices under the City, State and General Goy- 
ernments ?” 

“No, Sir; neither had Bob Morris, our Mayor at the 
time, Matsell, Briggs, Whiting, or any other of the un- 
principled simpletons to whom we folishly looked up 
as leaders at thetime. Buteven that was nothing, to 
the night you scattered all the watchmen who attacked 
Mike’s office during his absence.” 

“ Ah! you recollect that, too, do you ?” 

‘Yes, Sir; many a sore head and chagrined counte- 
nance I saw next ring among them, though there 
were great pains takento keep the matter very secret,— 
Well, God knows I feel proud to shake your hand, Mu- 
rat, for your devotion to Mike in his darkest hours has 
won for you the unqualified respect and admiration of 
both friends and foes. May you always remain true to 
the great and glorious principles you so warmly have es- 
poused, advocated and fought for.” 

“Don’t be uneasy about that, old boy,” replied Mu- 
rat, as he unconsciously shook the poor penitent and re- 
formed hunker by the hand in sucha mannir that I was 
tearful he would dislecate him from the neck to the an- 
cle. 

After a little more conversation between us, the poor 
fellow took the following article from his pocket and re- 
quested that 1 would publish it. He said he was sorry 
that he had not had the conversation with us previous 
to writing the articie, as what had transpired had sug- 
gested many importapt improvements and alterations, 
but as it was, he hoped I would do the best with it and 


priatit, afler which he drew a heayy sigh—relexee te- 
to hie former wlanchel-s 287 \ee siivok hands with us 


and slowly left, like « man who knew not which way to 
go. Murat appeared much affected by the interview for 
some time after the poor fellow left, and upbraiding 
himself with not effericg han some money ; springing 
to his fect he exclaimed, “ Damn it all, I was afraid of 
of insulting him, Mike,—I kept all the time thinkihg he 
was one of ourkind. Which way did the poor fellow 
go?” 

“There he is over by the City Hall, now,” said J, 
and away he started tw relieve his necessities, 

A slight vagueness will be discovered in some parts 
of it, which I did not think proper to alter, as even these 
are strong evidences of the state of mind the poor anfor- 
tunate was in while writiig. Indeed, 1 pee rin but 
very few corrections, and jhese only where it was abso- 
lutely necessary to carry out the sense, 


TO THAT SPIRIT OF PURE NDEMOCACY 
WHICH HAS NEVER FAILED TO GIVE 
HONOR TO WHOM HONOR IS DUE. 


Iam one of the boys about town who, for many a 
year, have had my say in passing political events. | 
have ever been, as I am sow, an uncompromising demo- 
crat, who has never dowlted the ultimate and complete 
triumph of democratic principles, and therefcre have a 
right to address that greet spirit which is ever omnipo- 
tent to save our political institutions whe is thor- 
oughly aroused to action. My own case is but one of a 
thousand, and my appeal will not go unheard. True, 1 
am now old and, by most persons, am shunned as a 
walking pestilence. My slothes are tattered, my per- 
son is unsightly, my habits have been intemperate, my 
manner, from long attending to the machinery of poli- 
tics, has grown boisterouand dictatorial. I am petted 
befoee elections, and shanwed after them, I am, in short, 
a necessary evil, and oust soon, unless I can maintain 
my present resolution, be one of those poor devils who 
are nightly found wead it; some filthy corner with the 
animal frame half decomposed before the spirit escapes 
from the bloated carcags, #muisance while living and af- 
ter death too filthy even fim the desecting room, and of 
no earthly good except to swell the Coroner’s fees who 
performs upon the last mortal remains the welcome of- 
fice of making an honest penny with about the same in- 
terest that the sable dog killers annihilate one of the ca- 
nines in dog days. Sy much for my present position 
and future hopes, unless I can remain steadfast in the 


whet mighty thoughts am I now impelled—I feel as if 
there was a divinity within me, knocking in thunder 
tones at the too long ciosed gates of a troubled con- 
science; demanding to know whethes J be man or brute. 
Itcommands me w aagert the dignity of human na 

ture, and its future reign shall be all powerful to save, 
not only myself, but thousands of others. Oh, here me- 
thought the spirit of free democracy which has been 
desecrated by ruffian hands, and which, by the accursed 
contaminations of selfeh politicians, hes disgraced ra- 
ther than elevated thousands of thy most devoted wor- 
shippers. Listen ere ithe too late—while there is yet 
hope and life; ere the maty vietims of oppression, 

fraud, and violence rise up in judgment for the many 

wrongs that have been committed in thy name. 

Listen while I re'ste my simple tale, and answer be- 

fore the thousands like myselfi—come to commune and 

sympathise because of community of feeling —Listen 





and put forth un escowraging hand, for we now battle 


hopes which seem to rise to save me. Great God! with | 


only for the right, and in the great name of justice shall 
yet be dene. 

Thetime was when I was a respectable, well to do 
mechanic. Every Saturday night found me with my 
small family, comfortably clad, fed, and housed. And 
on the Sabbath it was a sight to make a father proud,to 
enjoy the happy converse of a devoted wife, and the in* 
nocent pratile of confiding children. Could I go back 
to the hour of those days, and know, and feel as I then 
did, I would be what no human being can never again 
make me. Would that in those days of innocence and 
happiness all of me and mine had, in their purity and 
loveliness, been gathered to a better world, by fire, fam- 
ine, pestilence, or the plague. But that hour is passed— 
even death itself, in ary form, would now sicken at tlie 
embrace of me or mine. 

Let that pass—I was all that I have said, and while | 
write I see now before my feverish imagination my spi- 
ritof good and my spirit of evil; the one pointing to 
my once happy home and sweet children, and affection- 
ate as they were when I knew not how to appreciate 
them. ‘The other pointing to the Alms-House and the 
house of Correction, where now are those whom I have 
permitted to become disgraced, perhaps beyond the pow- 
er of redemption. Oh, what a fearful place is the poli- 
ticians grave! The Bridewell’s, and the Hospital, and 
the Alms-House of our city—I see it all now—Now my 
eyes are opened, too late, perhaps, to save myself, but 
not too late to save others, Listen then, oh thou good 
pelitical spirit, in whose name so many foul wrongs 
have been practiced: I was happy and respected, and 
am now worse than a beggar. How came this about? 
The tale is simple—I gradually became drawn deeper 
and deeper into the political contest, and fed by promises 
which have never been fulfilled, I beeame a mere politi- 
cian, in the most grovelling sense of the term, Every 
election I was drawn deeper and deeper into the politi- 
cal contest, until, at the suggestion first of one and then 
of another, I committed, in the name of democracy, first 
one political sin, and then another, and then another, 
until it seemed that I knew but one maxim, and that 
one was that all was fair in politics; so did they tell me 
who were the professed oracles of the great spirit, and 
so practiced, until I had no regular occupation left, and 
my children and family, after enduring neglect and 
want are, as I have said, in the politician’s grave. About 
the time of elections money was always lavishly provi- 
ded, but it was spent at the grog-shop to make converts, 
and if, after a hard fight, by colonizing or fraud, the 
election was carried and a small office obtained, all that 
was not paid of the salary for party purposes, was spent 
with pot-house politicians, when laying new plans for 
the future. 

Fnally came the great trial of 1840.—and the Whig 
party took to frolicking, drinking and swaggering, and 
in their drunken revels they got the country over to its 
standard. The Bachanalians soon carried their good 
old President to the grave, and then did the democracy 
again arouse itself like a giant; then came the great 
struggle for the nomination; and then how many times 
did we, the boys, bloody each others noses and raise all 
but the devil himself, while endeavoring to elect com- 
mittees favorable to our own Presidential candidates.— 
Well, that passed by, and a nomination was made for 
the great contest in 1844. We forgot our old quarrels, 
and, recollecting the last defeat, we organised, just such 
weye atone vould orgemion, and democracy triumphed, 
becuuse of the potent machinery that we put into ope- 
ration. We were courted and petted, and promised all 
things. Even a most pious and godly man who would 
now think it contamination to have us come between the 
wind and his nobility, would address us from the steps 
of his own house. Great men would come into our pri- 
vate conferences, Money untold was raised tor secret 
purposes, and we went to win, and were told that we 
should have the fruits of ows victory. Such a thing as 
principles were never thought of—we went in to win 
and nothing else, and we did win. 


Scarce had the cannon’s booming notes of victory 
died in the distance, than we were forgotten, cast aside 
and finally told that we were too abandoned to hold any 
office. Great God! think of that. We had been, by 
many flattering arts, withdrawn from our honest indus- 
try and happy families—we had gone down into the po- 
litical hell of party madness—we had been impelled to 
the commission of such political crimes as the light of 
day has never yet revealed—and when in the name of 
thy pure and godlike spirit we had won a vectory, we 
were cast off, and that by those we had put in power 
and by the very men for whom we had for a time debas- 
ed ourselves, Oh! what a terrible consciousness, to 
feel like the seduced and betrayed female who has had 
honeyed words poured into her passionate ear, until she 
has yielded to temptation, and when the moral Rubicon 
has been passed, to know and feel that her seducer, sa- 
tiated with indulg@ce, casts her off until again his mere 
beastly appetite brings him back, like a dog to his vom- 
it. So did we feel—but we were fallen, and who cared 
for the story of our wrongs. Time rolled on, and as 
the last spring came round again, the sleek faced hypo- 
crites, calculating upon our necegsities, and speculating 
upon our infirmities, again said, come boys, rally once 
more to the fight—don’t you see the city in the hands of 
the natives? haven't they got all te offices ? True, we 
couldn't put you in such a big Place as the Custom 
House, or the Post Office, or any office under the + .ne- 
ral Government, but give the damned natives a flogging 
and we will pass the Police Bill, and you shall have of- 
fices under the city government. Come, boys, go at it 
The Icish and the Dutch, and all the foreigners will join 
us, and then you shall all have what we promised you. 
So at it we went, mingling up under the bright banner 
of democracy all the graceless vagabonds of the whole 
world ; 
© * Black spirits and white—blue spirits and gray,” 


all huddled together in a perfeet political Babel, in which 
there was no bond of union, except hateé@ to the damu- 
ed natives. Hatred with some, and a desire of spoils 
with others, combined to give us an easy victory. But 
what followed? All hands and tongues and people 
have found support and confidence from the prevent de- 
mocratic Cummon Council, except the hoys who did up 
the work. Again we were used, and again have we 
been betrayed. What are we? and what is to become 
of us? We have been politicians until we huve little 
taste for labor, could we get it, and now that we are 
good for nothing else, we are to be used upon oceasion 

and only-as so many street women. What isto become 
ofus? Why,the mere fact that myself and many more 
have asked this question, has more than half settled this 
point. Let us return to honest industry—jet us gather 
our families from the prisons, the hospitals, the alms- 
heuses, and by our future care for them, atone for the 








ee 


} than iimsel? with impunity, 


and to society—let us swear one to the other that 
will expose to the fullest extent all the political frauds 
we were led to practice, and by whom ;—let us set our 
face as a flint against every political scape-grace who, 
by his lying course, has depressed instead of elevating 
human nature;—let us exterminate, by an honest ex. 
pression and concentrated action, those vile demagogues 
who have used us to lead on those they had degraded, to 
commit those great crimes in the name of democracy — 
We are better democrats than we ever were, for we now 
go for purifying it. Ah! methinks I see you, my old 
cronies, as you read this in the Subterranean, grow de. 
lirious with joy. Mike Walsh is the only man who 
never deceived you. Fearless and noble hearted, he has 
been your only friend. He has warned you against the 
errors you have fallen into;—he has labored for your 
advancement, and though Mike has a mind of his own, 
and is sometimes rather too savage in his terrible attacks, 
yet he always tells the truth, and the Omniscient Eye 
only can see what this city would have been, had it not 
been forthe meritetl castigations that he has put upon 
many of the abandoned politicians whom he has de. 
nounced. Mike himself never would take office, and 
with all his faults, has the great virtue of working for 
an honest living, and carefully providing for an honest 
and respected family. For myself, I pray for the salva. 
tion of pure democracy from the vandal influences 
which now controls it; and forthe rest, | hope and pray 
that there is the same spirit in all who have been duped, 
deceived and defrauded, that If now feel—that is, to with. 
draw from the field of political loafing—have no more 
longing for office—return to an honest livelihood, and 
make the best atonement to society in my power, |) 
politics, I shall have but one ambition—to punish eyj! 
doers, and rid democracy of the great curse that is now 
upon it. 

Boys! think of these things, and ata fitting season | 
will again commune with you. In the mean time, [ in. 
voke the spirit of pure democracy to guide your thoughts 
to a right conclusion. 


It will be seen that he expresses a strong desire to tp. 
form, and calls upon all others to be warned of the dap. 
gers which have proved so fatal to him, that it is matter 
of much doubt whether he can ever sufficiently recover 
from the effects of his past life, to be again a useful mem. 
ber of society. He also promises to give us some more 
of his experience in future numbers of the Sub ; but of 
the fulfilment of this I entertain the most serious appre. 
hensions, in consequence of my having received infor. 
mation that the dead body of an individual strongly re! 
sembling him in description has just been found washed 
upon the shore a little below Red Hook. I shall pro- 
ceed immediately to the spot and ascertain the truth of 
the matter unless the body is removed. God grant that 
itmay not be him, although it is now, I suppose, too 
late to pray, 





i$ lt will be seen by the following statement which 
I take from the “ Gem of the Prairie,” a paper publish- 
ed at Chicago, that Murat triumphantly vindicated his 
conduct in thrashing a fellow named Card, who has 
long been a terror and curse to every person subjected to 
his tyranny. He isa bully and a blackguard of the 
most wanton descrirtion, and richly merited a much 
sounder drubbing than he received. He has long been 
considered the bully of the laices,and has in consequence 
of wealth committed countless outrages upon poorer mien 
! 1 rather think it will te 
some time before he meddies with any one bearing » 
family resemblance to Ned. 1 have some items in this 
Card‘s history which 1 may give next week. Mr 
Spragg will bein Chicago about the middle of Octo 
ber, prepared by his personal attendance to exonernie 
hisbail. This any one of his friends there may bet 
their lives on, as he is determined to be on hand wheth- 
er dead or alive, . 


TO THE PUBLIC, 


In justice to myself, and that the citizens icag 
may not be led astray by flying reports, I oe 
duced to make a public statement of facts concerning a: 
affray that took place on the race course, with a Capt 
Card and myself. I have said but little concerning the 
affair since it took place, for tha simple reason that I did 
not wish to connect the name of Capt. F'. S. Wheeler, of 
the Propeller Hercules, with Card, I first became ne- 
quainted with Card about three years ago, in New-York 
city. Ihave not seen him since to speak’ with him, wn- 
til I saw him on the racetrack. I had heard of him fre- 
quently this season, but did not know he was the mon | 
was acquainted with in New-York, until Friday Aug- 
ust the 29h. The facts of the case are simply these — 
He (Card) drove up in his buggy, inside the track, not 
twenty feet from where I was standing. I turned round 
and saw him, and being on the best of terms when we 
last spoke, I walked up to him, stretched out my hand 
with how do you do, and said we have seen each other 
before, In the meantime a Mr. Lock well from Buffalo 
po ap A give me an introduction. I said that Card 

n old acquaintance of mine. We od ang 
walked about one hundred feet from Me Ay ion 
ted took place. He commenced talking about New- 

ork and our former acquaintance, We were leaning 
against the inside fence of the track, and there was 10 
persor. within hearing distance. He commenced telling 
me about a difficulty he had with one of his cabin pas- 
sengers. I told him I had heard considerable talk hans 
it, but having heard only one side of the story, [ should 
like to hear the other. ‘He recited it over, and made it 
appear different from what I had previously been told 

e then asked me if I knew those men. ol told him that 
I knew most of them by sight. He then asked me if he 
done right in beating this man with a cane. I told him 
that such conduct would be the means of making hin 
ty Sapepaler as a Master of a Steamboat, He said 

hy not care ad—n ; that he owned the Wisconsin 
on 2 was Master of her, and he would do as he d_—n 
please. I tried to convince him that he was injuring 
himself by talking in the way I heard he did on board 
of his boat, by offering to bet $100 that he could lick any 
man of his weight. e said he could do it. 1 told him 
that if he could, such talk was not becoming the Master 
of a steamboat. He said he knew it but he was very 
passionate, and could not govern himself We then 
dropped the subject. He then asked me how long I had 


been up here. J told him this was 
er my second season 
— on the Lakes. He a what vessel I had been 


told him I had been 
eoreaiiey Hercules all this an” hee fee he own 
Hoard ¥ by with that d—n rascal, Fred Wheeler 1” 
He said or him Ay eqn with Capt. Wheeler. 
: ? —n idj ole 
pam that he had pot better y ie eetialy 1 
— MR, ings, he would, and if I dared to raise 
, id blow my d—n brai t, 
po NTT pornins bie yest with one hand, 10 
4 ; ha d like the b sto! 
prey. me ina bullying and ee “Ned, t 
ways go armed and equipped. "believ 
hi 


was a liar, and I told him [believed 


4 " a I 

toneel f -ai'eg him a blow, Cohieh pus ony corpacions 

Fee poe bien Chet of my olin ce 

I did not pu hi ice, 18 the only reason 

what he fas long pork and give him some more of 

ow t are the simple f, : : 

have earn reatons to belieye that No a st, nat 

creat cma Shoat nd wthogh a 

what I have d -” of a prison, I do not regret # 
ae Sane. I always act on that old rule, 





“to praise the bridge that me over ;” and 
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when a man insults a friend of mine, he insults me— 
much more if a fellow liks Card insults a man of Capt. 
Wheeler's standing. He has sworn that I called him 
out one side and struck him .without any provocation, 
and sued me for $2,000 damages. I will leave it to the 
reader whether I had cause. e must have been talk- 
ing over half an hour before I struck him. 
, With Respect, 
EDWARD SPRAGG. 


Sworn and subsbribed before me this sixth day of 


September, A. D. 1845. F. A. HOWE, J. P. 
p. S. Since the above was written, I have been liber- 
ated, by giving bond in the sum of two ees 
Jars. E, 8. 
ScrerINTENDANT OF Srtgets.—I have been informed 
by a particular friend, whose statements I cannot for a 
moment doubt, that Mr. Sweet, the present incumbent, 
is a most worthy and efficient public officer, and that he 
is now the same man that he was previous to receiving 
the appointment. I ara much pleased to hear that there 
js one man—o7ne democrat—whose principles have not 
been altered by power, amongst the almost unrelieved 
mass of worthlessness and stupidity which has met fa- 
yor at the hands of our present unprincipled and imbe- 
eile Common Council. I feel the more particularly grat- 
ified, as the information comes from a man of mind and 
candor—from one who would as readily denounce, 
where merited, as praise—and the only Coubt upon my 
mind is, that my friend, whose temperament is very ar- 
lent, may possibly have been led, by the warnaness of 
jis friendship, into a rather high wraught eulogium.— 
However, the mere fact of his possessing the friendship 
of such aman, is about as high a recommendation as 
any man need aspire to, For my own part, I have al- 
ways thought well of Joe Sweet, and shall always be 
proud to find him worthy of my esteem. My eye will 


remain on him. 








For the Subterranean. 
DR. JIMMY’S CLAIMS TO M. D. 

When the world was right, all things had right names, 
As adam nam’d all in creation ; 
And all things in nature could prove their just claims, 
As well by their shape as their station: 
The porcupine saw, when first he look’d round, 

No forest of spears from all creatures ; 
He look’d like himself—no other he found 
To claim his rough coat or bis features. 





—_ 


The camel was made—the hump on his back 
Best proves the vast load he could ¢arry ; 

Like any “ Dutch Pedlar,” he carries a pack, 
Ne’er owned by long Nick or old Harry: 

The elephant’s trunk no babboon could bear, 
To crack Cocoa-nuts he'd want smaller ; 

The rabbit his flue, like a sheep he could wear, 
Were he a giraffe he’d be taller. 


The hoz, made to grunt, could ne’er sing or play, 
A eanary’s nest he’d not fit in ; 

But wallow in mire the heat of the day, 

At night tumble down in a hog pin: 

The donkey could bray, the lion to start, 

But his ears than all others were longer ! 

The stag ne’er claim’d a wagon or cart, 

IIe knew the cart horses were stronger. 


If brutes were thus made, as brutes themselves see, 
I ask, what in man’s sight is stranger 

Than to see Yellow Jim with the title M. D.3 

A dog lying down in a manger | 

If Adam had seen this ghost in review, 

In naming methinks he’d go farther ; 

A cognomen he'd give, that man ne’er knew, 

That the devil might claim him as father! 


But, dear Dr, Jim, as in names I'll be nice, 
From to-day we must ever agree, 

Played you with Satan, at cards or at nice? 
Or how came you by that M. D.4 

As well may the badger, the camel or ope, 
(1 speak to you now as a brother.) 

Claim medical honors by skill or by shape, 
Or steal this M. D. from another, 


These letters Lown by a much older claim— 

To prove it I'll lay down awager ; 

Starve out your leeches and cancel your name, 

To play with edge tools you're in danger: 

As nature makes monkeys to move in their sphere, 
Resign your mock claim to be doctor ; 

Go hence to thel odge—a friend’s counsel hear— 

Old Harry may make you his groector, D. M. 








Brooklyn Correspondence. 





Brookiyn, September 17, 1845. 
“ Small by degrees and beautifully less.” 
To the Editor of The Subterranean :— 

Citizens of Brooklyn! what a condition you have 
brought yonrselvesto! You have, for years, suffered 
yourselves, most foolishly and ridiculously to be the 
dupes and tools of the most designing and worthless of 
knaves. Men without character, principles, honesty or 
talents. Look back at yourselves; what were you a 
few years ago, when you only numbered twenty thous- 
and citizens? You were a people well and righteously 
governed, contented, comfortable, and happy. What 
tre you now? Yourselves can answer. Have you 
fl-urished under the regency of Owen Colgan, Andrew 
Tombs, John Sweeney, & Co,?. Has Rodney Church 
in¢reased your comforts, bettered your condition, dimin- 
ished your taxes, or improved the administration of jus- 
tie? Ifas Sam Garrison preached or practiced more 
pure morality, than he did when he was dismissed from 
the navy of his country? Has Abe Wright become more 
active, temperate, honest, or industrious than he was 
before he obtained his three offices, under the “ Smoke- 
House Cluh” Dynasty? Scientific Abe, how have you 
taken the “census” of your Ward, did you omit any 
house or families? Weshallsee. Ourcelebrated North- 
American- Trust-and-Banking-Company-Mayor can tes- 
lily to your sobriety,—aye, and to your knowledge of 
cironology, too? tis rather a hard case between this 
“Swan of New Jersey” and you, Abe, when you can- 
hot correctly state the day of the month in your eject- 
ment summonses. The citizens of Brooklyn, yes, the 
almighty people of Brooklyn, should exclaim, in fits of 
eXtatic exultation, with the poet, 

“ How are thy servants blest, O Lord, 

How sure is their defence !” 
Yes, the defence of “ Abe” and the “Swan” is sure, 90 
long as the hard working, honest, industrious men, are 
able to pay the artificial, but unreasonable, amount of 
taxes that are levied upon them for the support of a lazy, 
na useless, and expensive corps of unnecessary offi- 
cials, 


4 will put a case in point, Could Sam Garrison earn 


$1200 a year, and accidents at any business, trade, or 
profession, that Terry Brady could name? Will Ter- 
ry or Owen Colgan, the great connoisseur in detecting 
chirography, explain to the citizens of Brooklyn what 
becomes of the immense amount of fines that are daily 
levied in our “ Municipal Court?” Owen knows too 
much of human nature in general and “ Irish whiskey 
punch” in particular, to say a word about fines, taxes, or 
official abuses ; he also knows a leetle about the steam- 
boat Superior, and other financial matters, as Dominic 
can testify, but I must not mention these things “to ears 
polite,” such as Andrew Tombs’. Andrew’s witness 
from the West Indies, that has not yet arrived, will be 
sufficient to occupy his attention for some time, without 
interfering with Rodney or the fines. 

Has ever Andrew raised his voice against the illegal 
and oppressive meat tax? has he ever vindicated the 
right of the citizen to sell on his own premises his own 
property? No,—but Andrew bawled for “ party,” be- 
cause he could live without labor on the credulity of 
others, and because he could more safely walk in the in- 
famous footsteps of Jacob, David, Solomon, and other 
ancient worthies, who indulged extensively in a certain 
species of “ Shampooing,” with which Andrew is fat 
miliarly acquainted. Andrew, why do you not ge- 
Burns, the tailor, into some lucrative employment; un- 
doubtedly he will neither improve his morals, nor be 
more enabled to pay his debts, by running after your 
idle heels. 

_ Well, Andrew, you will now, no doubt, advocate the 
right of petition of the citizens of Brooklyn to the Com- 
mon Council; your patriotism and self-assumed impor- 
tance, will of course, dictate this principle to you. If 
the petition of a citizen is not to be presented to the 
Common Council, by any Alderman, or if the “ Swan 
of New Jersey,” forbids the well-paid: lerk of the Com- 
mon Councils 0 read a petition, then the citizens should 
fall back upon their natural rights and upon the Consti- 
tution, and not only claim, but assert the inAerent rights 
that belong to every human being. Citizens of Brook- 
lyn, have you become so degraded that your nominal 
servants cam insult you so? Were you formed only for 
the purpose of supporting, at your expense, a pack of 
idle, bankrupt vagabonds, who have not intelligence 
enough to pronounce one of the commonest words in 
our language? You would not voluntarily admit so, 
and yet such is the case! Had you, citizens of Brook- 
lyn, heard George W. Stilwell, Alderman of the Second 

ard, pronounce the word “summarily,” you would 
have been either mortified or amused. How do you 
think, if you ever think at all, did he enunciate this 
school-boy word? Just thus,—“ somerrily,” and that 
with very considerable difficulty. An Alderman of 
this calibre must be an acquisition to any Ward of any 
city! But this was not all, had the people heard the 
stammering and “ contracting” eloquence of the kiln- 
dried Alderman of the Fifth Ward, they must have 
laughed or sighed. ‘“ The spirit was willing, but the 
flesh was weak!” He vasexceeding desirous of a new 
“ contract,” and who, ye credulous citizens, do you im- 
agine did Thomas J, Gerald propose for Commissioner 
to open certain streets that he mentioned? With effron- 
tery, be it recoded, no less a personage than George L. 
Thatcher, of washer-woman-paying and of grocery- 
pest a notoriety. Said the Cont; actor-distin- 
guished Alderman of the Fifth, George L. Thatcher is 
your man; he has such an accurate knowledge of the 
value of property! Certainly he has a similar knowl- 
edge of property to that whieh you have of “contracts,” 
namely: to keep the lion’s share to himself. You, Mr. 
Gerald, “ President of the Board,” did not reflect, I pre- 
sume, that George L. Thatcher at present holds three 
offices under our Bank-and-Trnsting Company Com- 
mon Council. Is three not enough ? Well, let him have 
the fourth, as being a quadrate number which you, as 
being an old school-master, should understand as well 
as Stephen Haynes, the learned Vice President of our 
board of Education, who promate “ singing” and retard 


sotence. Mr. Gerald, in the immensity of yous wisdom 
and knowledge, why do you not propose to the tearned 
Board to pu a “ Webster's” or a Walker's Dic- 


tionary, for the benefit and edification of your col- 
leagues? This would be more necessary, and certain- 
ly more laudable, than shamefully to attempt to obtain 
another office for George L, Thatcher, “ At/orney.”— 
Why do you not endeavor to procure another office for 
Jesse Folks, and then he would not be so anxious about 
the Navy-ard chips. Why do you not obtain some- 
thing additional for Terry Brady? He is a worthy 
tool of the party; ah, but the under currant, Mr. Vice, 
which you well understand, is operating. Very well, 
Mr. G. but remember, your Municipal days ave num- 
bered ; you shall “job” no more in Brooklyn. 

Did you put out the “ gas lights” of the rich compa- 
ny whose cars broke down the poor man’s wagon? No, 
indeed, after all your scheming, you did no such thing ; 
neither do you intend to do it. You merely wish to 
what you have been for five years past, the incubus of 
the Fifth Ward, and the vampire of the city. : 
After this long digression, I now return to the right 
of petition. Citizens of Brooklyn, are the Aldermen 
your representatives or not? If they be not, why do 
you lose your time in electing them ? if they are, why 
do they not do your bidding 7 A real point is now rais- 
ed, dare any Alderman, or shauld any Alderman, refuse 
to present the respectiul petition of a citizen? That such 
has been done at the last raeeting of your Board, is an 
undeniable faet. How will you resentit? As you al- 
ways do, by suffering. But I will furnish you adegal 
opinion upon the subject, as I have extraordinary means 
of ascertaining the opinioas of lawyers upon various 
subjects. ; 

I shall revert to this and various other matters in my 
next. 

Jacos Parcuin’s Guosr. 





Scenz in 4 Firra Warp Bar-Room.—The scene 
opens with two wealthy and unprincipled loafers who 
have amassed princely fortunes by oppressing and 
swindling honest poor men. They are seated at a table 
each with a mug of | eer, and are evidently laying some 
plan to defraud their unsuspecting dupes. When the 
beer is finished, each one gess up and reluctantly pays 
for his own drink, after whith they again take their 
seats in the same retired commer, and resume the dis- 
cussion of the villainous scheme they are concocting.— 
The moment either one of them recognized a friend at 
the bar he Immediately coughs to attract his attention, 
when the following dialogue takes place : 
Setter.“ Ah! how de do to-night? why you look 
well.” 
“ Weil, yes, I feel pretty well,—ceme, won’t you try 
something?” 
After a preliminary pause, intending to carry the 
idea that he has great hesitancy in accepting the invita- 
tion, he slowly raises from his chair, and finding that 
the request is not repeated, he drawls out : 
“ W-e-e-ll, being as it its so close, I don’t mind—come 
Larry—come old boy.” 
Larry, who has been propelling on some eight or ten 
smashers already, exhibits no particular delicacy on the 
occasion, but walks boldly up tothe bar, and makes his 
call first, after which John introduces him to the indi- 
vidual who is to be taxed for his drink. Let the land- 
lord should have too much profit on his liquor, John and 
Larry take a huge chew of tobacco and a handfull of 
biscuit each and retire to the same old corner. Present- 
ly Larry catches an invitation, when, true to his old 
crony, he sings out at the top of his voice, “Come John- 
"NWight after night is this disgracefal spunging game 
t 1 i n 
played dy these os ipechtasue old pan Lore 
standing they are in possession of nearly a quarter-mil- 
lion of dollars. If they persist much longer in thus 
smauching upon the ity of men who are com- 
paratively poor 1 shall get the sketch which 1 took of 


em 
wood o 


-mers, are entirety avoided, and the medicinal qualities 


ZF The slight castigation which was administered to 
the red-headed loafer, Leonard, a few weeks since, has 
had a most salutary effect. He has entiely given up 
the Anthony-street swagger which was previously such 
a distinguishing characteristic of his street movements. 
The spurious papers with which his pockets were al- 
ways filled, by way of making the uninitiated believe 
that he was an able and efficient officer, are no longer to 
be seen, and indeed }.is whole demeanor seems to indi- 
cate that he is either a most consummate disserabler, or 
a greatly improved and much reformed man. As I al- 
ways wish to put the most charitable construction upon 
the motives of my fellow men, until impelied to a difier- 
ent course by incontrovertible evidence, f am very much 
pleased at this change in Leonard’s conduct, and if his 
altered conduct proves to be the result of a change for the 
betrer in his morals, I shall, in common with all intel- 
lectual and exemplary citizens, feel highly gratified. Go 
ov, James—drop your low windy capers—endeavor to 
be a decent man, if not too hopelessly depraved, and I 
may yet, out of pure philanthropy, cendescend to give 
you a little virtuous instruction. 
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DISSOLUTION. 


THE CO-PARTNERSHIP heretofore existing un- 
der the name of Harlow & Jones is this day dissolved 
by mutual consent.—All business relating to said firm 
will be settled by John Jones at number 552 Houston- 
street 
New York, Sept. 11, 1845. 

J. M. HARLOW, 
3we JOHN JONES. 


COMPOUND EXTRACT OF BLACKBERRY, | 

THE BEST REMEDY yet discovered for the effect- 
ual cure of Diarrhewa and all recent Bowell Complaints 
For children this syrup stands unrivalled, and is high- 
ly recommended by the Medical Faculty. It has an ex- 
cellent favor.—The youngest infant to adult always 
find this most excellent syrup ey pee. 

For sale at 259 Houston street, and 115 First street,in 
large or small quantities. septl3tf 
DANIEL MAJOR, ae 
Altorney and Counsellor at Law, Solicitor in Chancery, 
and Proctor in Admiralty, 48 Centre-strect, New- 
York. 
> Mr. M attends to civil and criminal business in the 


State Courts, and in the Circuit & District Courts 
of the United States. 











HARRIS’ CITY OYSTER SALOON, 
Corner of Moti and Chatham-Sts 


D. HARRIS would respectfully inform his friends 
and the public (particularly those we have not visited his 
establishment) that he has one of the largest and most 
elegont Saloons in the City, occupying the whole lower 
part of that large new building, Corner of Mott and 
Cnatham-streets, where he serves up Oysters Fried or 
Stewed for one shilliug, unsurpassed by any other es- 
tablishment in the United States. Families can be sup- 
plied with any quantity of oyesters on the most liberal 
terms as he has a vessel directly in the oyster trade. 

N. B.—Private rooms for Ladies—emrance in Mott 
street. septs—6w* 





JAMES McGAY, 
COUNSELLOR AT LAW, 
No. 20 Chambers Street, up stairs. 
Every department of legal business attended to with 
promptitude and fidelity. 

jel 3m 





Willow Greve Pavilien, 
WILLIAMSBURG, 
THE above fashionable ;lace of resort i® now open 
for the season. The house is pleasantly situated, ad- 
joining Bushwick Creek, about three minutes walk from 
Grand or Houston street Ferries. 
The proprietor begs leave to announce to his friends 
and the inhabitants of Williamsburg, New-York, and 
its vicinity, that he has opened the above named place, 
where can be had the choicest collection of Wines, Se- 
ars and other Refreshments. His accommodations for 
athing parties are excellent, and free of charge, 
iz Blain Liquors 3 cents. Superior punches, 6 1-4 
W. H. LEACH, Proprietor, 
Stf 


cents 
Williamsburg, July 18, 1845. 


ED. W. FAGAN, 
Engraver, 
293 Broadway, (Lafarge Buildings.) 
ENGRAVING in all its branches, executed with 
neatness and despatch, julyS 6m 


J. Higman, 
BOOT MAKER, 
129 Fulton Street, New-York. 
july19tf 











Tobacco. 
SAMUEL G. CORNELL, 
Manufacturer of Chewing and Smoking ‘Fobacco, 174 

Front Street, N. Y. 

In offering this ‘Tobacco to the public, the monufactu- 
rer is fully canfident that it will be found fully equal to 
any in market, nojpains or expense having been spared 
in bringing it to its present unrivalled perfoction. 
Customers will be served regularly in any part of the 
city or vicinity, by leaving their orders at the store, or 
with the vender, ROBERT D@DGE. 
aug23 tf 





THE FASHION, 
Corner of Reade streetaud Maniatian Place—(a few 
doors Eastof Broadway.) 

This house, formerly known as the STAR, has just 
been-opened by the undersigned, where they will be 
happy to receive a call from their numerous friends.— 
The establishment is now fitted up in a degree of eplen- 
dor, unsurpassed by that of any other house in the city, 
and ies or individuals will be served with every 
thing the market affords. The second story is divided 
into neat rooms of various sizes for the accommodation 
of ladies and gentlemen wishing supper, and it is fur- 
nished with a Private Enrrance in Mannarran Prace, 
‘The bar is stocked with a plentiful supply of the 
most superb wines And liquors, and the segars are of the 
choicest brands. Every attention paid to the comfort 
of visitors. HENRY CHANFRAU. 


aug’3 . % 
ROOT BEER AND GINGER POP. 


The subscriber having been for many years engaged 
in manufacturing the above healthy and agreable be- 
verages, and having paid great attention to improving 
the same, is now enabled to furnish all who may favor 
him with their custom, with Root Beer and Ginger Pop, 
greatly superior to any other article manufactured. Al! 
the deleterious drugs which are so freely used by some, 
and which piove so detrimental to the health of consu- 





ofthe ingredients used, are strictly purifying and invi- 

gorating in theirtendency, All orders will be promptly 

eeadal to by RICHARD SCOTT, 
aug23 338 Stanton street. 





The Bee Hive, 
No. 43 Cramspers-Sr. (late the Savings Bank.) 
MAJOR FRITZ 


HAS taken the above establishment, which he has fit- 
ted up in the most magnificent style for the.acbommo- 


dation of his friends and customers. The house is de- 
lightfully situated, and as cool and well ventilated as 
any inthe city. His Bar is well stocked with the most 


superb wines and liquors, and his segars are of the 
choicest brands and most exquisite flavor. 
j i be gratified to meet his old 
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That it has ever cherished 
A moment’s love for thee, 


“ye £ 
- «. a 
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With glory, now and ev 


Att to his fame no aid had len— 
His country is his monument. 


WASHINGTON HOTEL. 

H. 8. STRICKLAND begs leave to inform his 

friends and the public in general, that he has taken the 
above House, 

No, 564 GRAND STREET, 


Where by strict attention, he solicits a share of the go- 
ing patronage. Boarding and Lodging. july 19tf 


zy LOOK FOR THE HUNTERIAN DISPEN- 
SARY, and be it known to all men that the proprietor 
and physician acknowledges no superior in the treatment 
of secret diseases. When his long and successful ex- 
perience is supported by that well known, faithful and 
confidential never failing remedy, and friend of the af- 
flicted, “Dr. Hunter's Red Drop.” All attempts at 
competition must sink in insignificance, as it has always 
maintained its position as the only conqueror of these 
diseases, in spite ef all the malignant and interested 
mountebank competitors. ‘Terms always one dolar 
per vial. Advice pt | given atany time, the object 
being the greatest g of the greatest number, and for 
the benefit of the afflicted, far and near, when all else 
seems but despair. Dispensary and private rooms, No. 
3 Division street. Full direetions and a treatise accom- 
pany each vial. july 19 3mis 
Ale! Ale! 
JOHN McKNIGHT’S ALBANY ALE. 


THE subscriber begs leave to inform his friends and 
the public generally, that he has constantly on hand a 
large supply of the above truly nutricious and wholesome 
article, for city use, and for shipment. It will withstand 
the effects of all climates, from its pecnliar purity. He 
will warrant it superior to any in the market, and will 
sell it at the lowest prices, by applying to his sole agent, 
aug 2 tf DAVID HINDS, 51 Courtland-st. 








& FURNISHING ESTABLISHMENT, 
No. 40 Chatham street, 


Where can always be found on hand, and for sale as 
cheap as in any other store in the city, the most fashion- 


able style of 
Shirts Scarfs Suspenders 
Bosoms Cravats Gloves 
Collars Stocks, Handkerchiefs 


Drawers and Hosiery of all descriptions. 
Customers’ orders executed with particular care and 
attention, Please call and examine for yourselves at 40 
Chatham street, New York. m3l 

THE CRYSTAL—212 GRAND-ST. N. YORK. 
The subscribers most respectfully announce to the 
public, that they have leased the premises No. 212 
Grand street, adjoining the Butchers’ and Drovers’ 
Bank, and are now prepared to entertain all who may 
favor them with their patronage, 

Having for many years catered for the public, they 
rely upon their experience to please all ts every one. 
The best of liquors, the best of cigars, the best of every- 
thing that is required in a public ed will bejfound at 
their Crystal. And though they will not presume to 
ridicule cempetition, the subscribers will at least strive 
to give the greatest pleasure and satisfaction to all, and 
by their assiduous attention, to allow none to go away 
with dissatisfaction. To their friends they extend a 
most cordial welcome, trusting (as they know full well 
their capabilities to please) their continued kindness, 

D. PERSHINE, 
m24 BENJAMIN BRADY. 


EPHRAIMSWEENY’S 
DINING ROOMS, 
No. 66 Chatham street, N. Y. 


To the New York Public.—The subscriber has open- 
ed on the second floor of his highly celebrated and popu- 
lar rooms, one of the most novel and elegant saloons in 
the country ever intended for public business, where 


gentlemen or private parties may be served in the heet 
anher WItN Dreahteote, Diwwcis, and Suppers, as com- 


fortable and quiet as in their own private parlors. The 
extensive arrangement made in the cooking department 
will insure to those who prefer this mode of living, one 
hundred and seventy-eight Dishes served up in a style 
surpassing any thing yet attempted, and at prices to cor- 
respond with reason, asevery thing has been got up in 
my own peculiar style. I would most respectfully in- 
vite all those who would encourage the march of im- 
provement, to call and be satisfied to what perfection the 
most humble business may, witli perseverance, be eleva- 
ted to, EPHRAIM SWEENY. 
je7 t 














LEWILN’S 
Cheap Shirt Depot and Furnishing Establishment. 


Constantly on hand and for sale cheaper than at any 
other store in the city, the most fashionable style of 


Shirts, Scarfs, : Suspenders, 
Bosoms, Cravats, Gloves, 
Collars, Stocks, Handkerchiefs, 


Drawers and Hosiery of all descriptions. 
As there are stores in this city that try to compete 
with this establishment, please to remember the num- 
ber of 
Lewin’s only Shirt Depot, 68 1-2 Chatham Street, 
Five doors from Duane st. New-York. m4 


ALABAMA HOUSE, oe: 


Junction of Grandand Henry streets, and sronting on 
Alabama Square. r 


The subscriber takes pleasure in announcing to his 
numerous friends and the public that he has lately refit- 
ted, painted and embellished hisestablishment in sucha 
manner as will, he feels confident, give general satisfac- 
tion. His bar is well stocked with the choicest Wines, 
Liquors and Refreshments, and his Segars are as good as 
the market affords. 

Attached tothis establishment are several neat and 
well ventilated bed-rooms, where lodgers can be accom 
modated by the night, week or month, with clean beds, 
and every accommodation. 

He confidently trusts that by the same unremitted at- 
tention to business he shrll merit and receive a continu- 
ance ofthe very liberal patronage which he has hitherto 
received. ww PHILOMEN MILLARD. 
m31 6t 





ROACH & CO.’S 
GREAT WESTERN PASSAGE OFFICE. 

Passengers sent by this office go through direct with- 

out detention. e 

Passengers and lheir Luggage ferwarded to 


Utica, Erie, Penn., North, via Troy to 
Syracuse, Cleveland, O., Whitehall, 
Oswego, Maumee, O., Burlington, Vt., 
Rochester, Detroit, Mich., St. Johns, 
Lockport, Milwaukie, W.T., Montreal, 

Buffalo, Chicago, IIL, Quebec, 


Toronto, Kingston, Coburg, Hamilton, and all parts 
of Canada West. 

Sourn, via Philadelphig, ¢o Lancaster, Harrisburg, 
Hollidaysburg, and Pittelurg. 

Also, to all parts of Ohio, Michigan, Indiana, Illi- 
nois, and Wisconsin Territory. 

W.F. HART, Agent, 


junel4 133 Washington St. 


«HOUSE OF REFRESHMENT, 
NO. 11 ANN STREET. 


The proprietor of this establishment continues, as 
heretofore, to supply his customers with the delicacies of 
the season, corved up in the best manner. The quality 
of the viands, and his very moderate charges, are ¢vi- 
dent from the flattterin pewronens which the public are 
pleased daily to award him. is efforts shall be, as 
they have heretofore been, to merit its continuance, and 
to secure to his house that reputation for excellence and 


i hich it has for so long a time main- 
a pemtincs einaianae D. SWEENEY. 


A FINE FISH CHOWDER is served up at Cuar 
tey Conant’s Tremont House, corner of Orchard and 
Division-street, every Thursday, from 4 to 1] o'clock P. 

















celebrated Dr. Llunter’s Red 


O\xTO'S COTTAGE, 
HOBOKEN, 

This delightful retreat has been splendidly fitted up 
for the present season, and no pains or expense have 
been spared by the proprietor in promoting the comfort 
of his visitors. A fine view f the Hudson River and 
New-York city is had from the balcony and extensive 
gardens in the rear of this establishment, and ladies and 
gentlemen patronising it will find the ice-creams and 
other refreshments of the very choicest quality — the 
bc opedrere t= obliging, and the best of order invari- 

rv y @ stron Li i i 
him fr that purpose. SO eee eee by 

The bars are well stocked with the best wines, liquors 

segars, etc. june2l LOUIS SCHWARTZ. : 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 
CLOTHING STORE, 

No. 7 Chatham-street, New-York, opposite the Park, 

W. & H. CRANS, having, from their untiring ex- 
ertions, increased their business to such an extent that 
they have been compelled to change their place of busi- 
ness to No. 7 Chathan-street, where they have opened a 
very extensive assortment of ready made clothing, as 
as also a very large and well-selected stock of cloths 
cassimeres and vestings, direct from importers, which 
they will sell cheaper than any other establishment in 
the city. 

Fashionable ready made clothing at the following 
low prices, ¥jz: 


ress coats, from $6 00 to $15 00 
Cassimeve pants, 300 to 600 
Sattinett do 150to 350 
Fancy vests, 1 50 to 4 00 
D’Orsay sacks, 1 50 to 5 00 
Summer coats, 1 00 to 4 00 

pants, 75 to 2 00 
a vests, 75 to 2 00 
A full suit of black clothing for $13 00 


N. B. Constantly on hand, a general assortment of 
Fancy Stocks, Scarfs, Cravats, Suspenders, Hosiery, 
Gloves, Collars, Bosoms, Shirts, &c. of every de- 
scription. ju f 
MRS. SULLIVAN 

Has removed to 22 Crosspy Srreer, near Grand 
where all who desire quietness and entertainment will 
be accommodated with every thing afforded by the mar- 
ket. Visiters will be served at this establishment with 
the choicest eatables, fruit, confectionary, segars, and 
ether refreshments, during all hours of the day and eve- 
ning. june2i 





NO CURE—NO PAY! 
POSI'VTIVELY NO ODIOUS QUACKERY. 
To Purify the Blood—A genuine remedy that has 
been tested for the last 100 years, not in Hurope, but 
Down Kast, and the northern states generally, manufac- 
tured from the best articles that grow under the sun, 
viz: Sarsaparilla, Yellow-dock, Burdock, together with 
a dozen other Roots equally purifying. This medicine 
has been known as an Old Woman’s Cure. It willspeak 
for itself without the least heralding or puffing. Try 
it, and if not genuine, get your money velindell It is 
for all impurities arising from bad blood. 

To be had at 259 Houston-st. east of Bowery, or 115 
First-st. New-York, only. j 

To be had in bottles, at 50 cents, 

a‘ If a cure is noteffected, no pay will be required. 

june2s8 





TO PRINTERS. 
TYPE FOUNDRY AND PRINTERS’ FURNISH- 
ING WAREHOUSE. 

THE SUBSCRIBERS have opened a new Type 
Foundry in the in the city of New-York, where they are 
ready to supply orders to ~ extent, for any kind of job 
or fancy Type, Ink, Paper, Cases, Galleys, Brass Rule, 
Steel Column do, Composing Sticke, Chases, and eve- 
ry article necessary for a Printing Office. 

The type, which are cast in new moulds, from an en- 
tirely new set of matrixes, with deep counters, are war- 
ranted to be unsurpassed by any, and will be sold at pri- 
ces to Suit the times. 

Printing Presses furnished, and also Steam Engines 
of the most approved patterns. 

N. B. A Machinist constantly in attendance to repair 
presses and do light work. 

Composition Rollers cast for Printers, 

Editors of Newspapess, who will buy three times as 
much type as their bills amount to, may give the above 
six months’ insertion in their papers, and send their pa- 
pers containing it to the subscribers. 

augl6 6m COCKROFT & OVEREND, 
soe No. 68 Ann-street. 

THE WRIGH!T HOUSE, 
No. 81 Nassau Street, New “ Yark. 
Witliam Wright, late of the Ram’s Head Tavern, in 
Fulton street, respectfully begs to inform his friends and 
the public generally, that he has opened the above es- 
tablishment in a style that will vie with any other in 
New-York, having, in addition to a spacious bar room 
and commodious sitting rooms, several neatly furnished 
and comfortable Lodging Rooms, with every possible 
coevenience, on the most modern and improved plans.— 
In each room there is but one bed, and the charge for 
lodging per night will be but 25 cents. W. Wright begs 
to add that his long experience in the business ce ena- 
bled him to — the choicest liquors, ales, wines, ci- 
gare, &c. and he hopes, by a constant supply of the beet 
articles, and prompt attention to his customers, to obtain 
a liberal share of public patronage. 
Rooms for referees, clubs, private parties, &c. can be 
had at a short notice, on moderate terms. 
THE LON HOUSE, No. W Fuéton street. 

The subscriber respectfully informs his friends and 
the public that he has recently refitted, refurnished, and 
beautifully decorated his establishment, where visitors 
will find Wines, Liquors, Segars, and Refreshments, of 
the choicest quality, with which he will at all times be 
happy to serve them, JOHN WOODWORTH, 

masz tf 70 Fulton street. 


‘HU NTERIAN DISPENSARY, 

No. 3 Division street, near Chatham Square, 
Established in the year 1835, To well meaning per- 
sons, who may consider it disreputable and opposite to 
the well being of society to memes ie advertisemeuts of the 

ed Drop before the public, we 
would ask, does the fastidious reader suppose we are 








called on for this medicine only by the confirmed vicious 


and evil minded? Ifany power on earth could force or 
tempt us to betray the confidence of our profession, we 
could relate truths that would wring tears of blood, if 
we may so express it, from chaste and respectable wives 
in whose minds an impure thought never entered, that 
would rather lave suffered an hundred deaths than ex- 
pose a husband's perfidy, and through it was obliged to 
use this medicine or end amiserable life. And husbands 
whose faith to their wives the blandishments of fifty 
Cleopatras could never swerve, and through the libidi- 
nous conduct of those very wives, were obliged to use 
this medicine, or eke out a miserable existence. There is 
no person on earth that respects public opinion more than 
the writer of this—neither is there one that would swerve 
less from what he felt in his own heart was right to ob- 
tain it. Withourlatest breath we contend that the only 
virtue to be relied on is in the mind that is taught to 
know aod be superior to temptation; however subtle or 
enchanting it may appear; for let the eye of oe be 
ever so sharp, the snake of temptation will find means 
and times *o show itself. And oh! how joyous to the 
heart of the parent to see ® son or daughter pass through 
the gilded blandishment of vice, calm, dignified and un- 
contaminated, 

And however secure we may think ourselves, even 
with an Astor’s wealth, we know not, in these days of 
bubble and speculation, how soon our children may be 
thrown upon their own resources. Then let us impress 
upon their minds, in language not to be misunderstood, 
the peaceful, happy, and at all times and under all cir- 
cumstances, advantageous life of truth, honor and vir- 
tue. Weare ready to wait on all persons who find it 
necessary to use this medicine, at all hours. Price $1 
per vial, with full and explicit directions. Warran 

to cure all cases of disease of a private nature, to cure 
thoroughly, and root out every particle of the rank and 
Poisonous Virdus of these dreadful Diseases, it is not 
for us to listen to the cause, it’s our calling to CURE, 





choicest liquors , m 
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* A woman, sir, has been found dead below there,” 


M., free. The Bar is at all times supplied “nal | 
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neauacnes, foss of sélcommand, impaired looks, and, ofa ruined tenement. ‘The merchant paused to inquire that there is not an admixture of error; that there is an 
indeed, rained constitutions, both of mind and body.— | what was the matter. 


infinitely greater probability of his being wrong in some 
Considering the alarming preyalence of these downward than 
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THE SUBTERRANEAN. . ' 
— a rr bury, and agitated him not a little. The consciousness his destruction apparently inevitable, the snow fell on ASK THE SUFFERER 


THE CAPTIVE NIGHTINGALE. 
BY JAMES MONTGOMERY. 


Nocturnal Silence reigning, 
A Nightingale began, — 
In his cold cage complaining 
Of cruel-hearted Man i 
His drooping pinions shiver’d, 
Like wither’d moss so dry ; 
His heart with anguish quiver’d, 
And sorrow dimm’d his eye. 


* 


His grief in soothing slumbers 
No balmy power could steep ; 
So sweetly flow’d his numbers, 
* The music seem’d to weep. 
Unfeeling Sons of Folly! 
To you the Mourner sung ; 
While tender melancholy 
Inspired his plaintive tongue : 


* Now reigns the moon in splendor 
Amid the heaven serene ; 
A thousand stars attend her, 
And glitter round their queen : 
Sweet hours of inspiration ! 
When J, the still night long, 
Was wont to pour my passion, 
Aud breathe my soul in Song. 


‘But now, delicious season ! 
In vain thy charms invite : 
Entom’d in this dire prison, 
I sicken at the sight. 
This morn, this vernal morning, 
The happiest bird was I, 
That hail’d the sun returning, 
Or swam the liquid sky. 


“In yonder breezy bowers, 
Among the foliage green, 
1 spent my tuneful hours, 
In solitude serene : 
There soft Melodia’s beauty 
First fired my ravish’d eye; 
I vow’d eternal duty ; 
She look’d—falf kind, half shy ! 


“ My plumes with ardor trembling, 
I flutter’d, sigh’d, and sung; 

The fair one, still dissembling, 
Refused to trust my tongue : 

A thousand tricks inventing, 
A thousand arts I tried, 

* Till the sweet nymph, relenting, 

Confess’d herself my bride. 


* Deep in the grove retiring, 
To choose our secret seat, 

We found an oak aspiring, 
Beneath whose mossy feet, 

Where the tall herbage swelling, . 
Had form’d a green alcove, 

We built our humble dwelling 
And hallow’d it with love, 


“ Sweet scene of vanish’d pleasure! 
This day, this fatal day, 
My little ones, my treasure, 
My spouse, were stolen away ! 
I saw the precious plunder, 
All in a napkin bound ; 
Then, smit with human thunder, 
I flutter’d on the ground! 


OQ Man! beneath whose vengeance 
All Nature bleeding lies ! 
Who charged thine impious energies 
* With lightning from the skies? 
Ah! is thy bosom iron ? 
Does it thine heart enchain ? 
As these cold bars environ, 
And, captive, me detain ? 


“ Where are my offspring tender ! 
Where is my widow’d mate 3 
—Thou Guardian Moon! defend her! 
Ye stars! avert their fate! 
O’erwhelm’d with killing anguish. 
In iron cage, forlorn, 
I see my poor babes languish— 
I hear their mother mourn ! 


“O Liberty ! inspire me, 
And eagle strength supply ! 
Thou, Love Almighty ! fire me! 
Pll burst my prison—or die !” 
He sung—and forward bounded : 
He broke the yielding door! 
But, with the shock confounded, 
Fell, lifeless, on the floor ! 


Farewell, then, Philomela: 
Poor martyr’d bird! adien! 
There’s one, my charming fellow! 
Who thinks, who feels, like you: 
The bard that pens thy story, 
Amidst a prison’s gloum, 
Sighs,—not for wealth nor glorp, 
—But freedom, or tha tomb! 





NEVER GIVE UP. 
BY MARTIN F, TUPPER. 
Never give up! it is wiser and better 
Always to hope on, than once to despair ; 
Fling off the load of doubt’s cankering fetter, 
And break the dark spell of tyrannical care : 
Never give up! or the burthen may sink you— 
Providence kindly has mingled the cup, 
And in all trials and troubles, bethink you, 
The watchword of life must be, “ Never give up!” 


Never give up ' there are chances and changes, 
Helping the hopeful a hundied to one; 

And through the chaos, high wisdom arranges 
Ever success—if you'll only hope on : 

Never give up! for the wisest and boldest 
Know that a Providence mingles the cup ; 
And of all the maxims, the best and the oldest, 
Is the true watchword of Never give up. 


Never give up! though the grape shot may rattle, 
Or the full thunder-cloud over you burst, 
Stand like a rock, and the storm or the battle 
a, Little shall harm you, though doing their worst: 
Sr Lt Never give up! if adversity presses, 
Sees, apRrovidence has wisely mingled the cup ; 
FP SP And the best couscil, in all your distresses, 
is that one watchword of Never give up. 


A WOMAN’S REVENGE. 


It was a bright, glad day in spring, and Broadway 

was alive with gaiety and bustle. A stranger who had 

been crossing the great thoroughfare at noon, somewhere 

about the corner of Murray street, would have wonder- 

ed what object it could be on the other side of the way 

that was disturbing the whole street; and without ex- 

actly drawing a crowd, was attracting every body’s at- 

tention, and making gentlemen seek an excuse for stop- 

ping a.d looking back, and almost envy the humble 

wayfarers who were prviileged to be ungenteel. A den- 

izen of New York, however, who had only heard of 
the commotion, would have at once known that it must 
be Miss Kaye, stepping from her carriage into the store 
of her jeweller. Her doe-colored carriage, obstructed 

by a crowd of equipages:which stood in front of Ten- 
ney’s, had drawn up some doors off, and in order to 
reach the place, she, whose pearly shoe had not often 
touched the pavement, was once compelled to witch the 
world with noble walking. The instant her blue and 
white liveries were seen opening the door and rattling 
the steps down, a simultaneous impression seemed to be 
produced upon the crowd that was loitering along the 
sidewalk ; they drew back on all sides, a kind of ave- 
nue was formed, and she stepped forward alone, with a 
magnificent, elastic tread, as if the earth yielded beneath 
her feet. Fortunately, at that very spot, a bore held me 
by the button. (Amiable bore! I patted him when we 
parted ; and for once in my life, recognized why a beni- 
ficent Providence had created bores that held people by 
the button.) I gazed with a delight almost awed into 
homage. Majesty softened into delicious beauty—gran- 
deur of attitude and feature, made lovely by a perva- 
ding spir:t of sweetness and sympathy—produced in her 
a union that charmed you ere you could admire. I dare 
say it will seem an odd thing to say, but there is noth- 
ing that has since reminded me so much of the impres- 
sion she then produced upon the eye, as the bright foun- 
tain in the Park! there was in her the same easy, I may 
say, reluctant magnificence; the splendid purity and 
soft sparkle; combined with such an entire unrestraint 
and abandonment of effort, that you felt as if in that 
form and motion the very essence of grace were made 
palpable before your eyes, and as if that variety of 
movement was the wantonness of nature that strove to, 
but could not, escape from her perpetual doom of ele- 
gance. Startled back, in spite of myself, into the age of 
poetry and goddesses, I thought straightway of the ap- 
pariticn of Venus 8 the Trojan, by the wooden'margin 
of the Tyrian city, and was beginning to fall into my 
old tunes and Latin; and I felt soon, in truth, I was be- 
low the mark, and that there stood before me something 
of a truer dignity and impression than all their god! 
desses together. I mean a delicate, pure, high-souled 
woman. I confess, while she was a distance from me, 
and I had but a glimpse of her, I felt a certain flutter 
about my heart; but as she came near me, that faded 
away, and yielded to a profound and distant reverence; 
I cast down my eyes and lifted them only as she vanish- 
ed through the door of the shop. 

Miss Kaye’s parents were both dead, and she was the 
sole mistress of one of the largest fortunes in New 
Yark. 
ded by the announcement of Her cugagement to Mr. 
Henbury ; a man of high fashion, possessing undoubt- 
edly superior powers, great cultivation, and immense 
resources of manner. Men who knew Mr. Hanbury 
were surprised at her choice; and those who knew and 
valued her, regretted it not a little, for they deemed him 
a thorough worldling, whose principles and sentiments 
were such as a life of libertinage on the continent was 
likely to produce, and whose purposes were utterly sel- 
fish and base. 

Such, indeed, or worse, he really was, but the truth 

is, the most intelligent woman is no judge of a man who 
pays her attention. Miss Kaye did not know the na- 
ture of that man, so perfect was his art and dissimula- 
tion. She admired and esteemed him, and in the pros- 
pect that was before her, as happy as the highest hopes 
and the kindest intentions on her part could make her, 
It was in reference to some arrangements relating to 
that expected event that she had gone into Tenney’s 
with her beaming face full of pleasantness and life, when 
her attention was caught by the voice of Mr. Hanbury, 
who, in company with another person, was standing 
with his back towards her, leaning against the frame of 
the glass, in earnest conversation. Neither perceived 
Miss Kaye, although she approached within hearing 
distance of them. 
‘*T marry her only tor her money,” said he, almost in 
a whisper, but loud enough for her to hear his words 
distinetly, “and within a month afterwards shall go to 
Paris alone.” 

Miss Kaye left the store immediately, unperceived by 
them both, 

It was fortunate for her that, in the interval of her ab- 
sence, her carriage had drawn up immediately in front 
of the shop door, or she must have fallen on the pave- 
ment. As it was, witha dizzied head, she tottered for- 
wards, and the servant who stood there caught her by 
her hands. She rallied witha powerfuleffort, and say- 
ing to the footman in a faint voice—‘ Hoe!’ got into 
the vehicle. One who had seen those pale, shrunken, 
trembling features—the fixed, glaring eye, the withered 
lip, the distortion and deadly agony of the whole face, 
could not have recognized the glorious countenance 
from which, a moment before, power and hope had look- 
ed so majestically forth. The footman seeing his mis- 
tress was ill, ordered the coachman to drive with the ut 
most rapidity, and ina few minutes Miss Kaye was at 
her house. He opened the carriage door immediately, 
and seeing his mistress throw herself out befor the steps 
were down, the honest’ fellow caught ber in his arms 
and carried her all the-way into the drawing room. He 
placed a chair and handed her a tumbler of water. 

In a few minutes her physical weakness was conquer- 
ed. Miss Kaye rose and walked into her chamber, 
summoning all the determination and energies of her 
nature, sat down to consider her course. 

It was an intense and awful struggle which wrung 
her spirit. The quick stern working of her lip, the 
flush of her cheek, the flasifing of her eye, told with 
what strength her purpose was developing. 

“ He shall feel his baseness!” she muttered to herself. 





On the following morning she sat alone in the draw- 
ing room, when Mr. Hanbury camein. Orders had 
been given to admit no other person, 

, Do you think,” said she, as soon as he was seated, 
fixing upon him that dark eye which burned with the 
keenest and loftiest fires of moral indignation and in- 
tellectual contempt, “that there are men in the world 
wholly destitute of soul 7” 

Her manner was much controlled and her voice calm; 
yet, in despite of effort, her tone vibrated with a search- 





ing sharpness of sarcasm which astonished Mr, Han- 





Her first winter in company had been conclu. 


of what his deserving was in respect to her, came upon 
him with a blind, formless fear, that shook his spirit to 
the very foundation. 

He answered, not knowing what she could be mean- 
ing. 

“There are persons, I think, who, if they ever had 
souls, have succeeded in wearing all trace of them out 
of themselves.” 

She rose and stood before the table on the opposite 
side of which he sat. 

“T have been insulted, sir! outraged through every 
feeling of my nature. I am a solitary and undefended 
woman; protected only by those sentiments of honor 
that dwells in the breast of every gentleman, those feel- 
ings of common humanity which are acknowledged by 
every MAN. I have found but one person utterly insen- 
sible to those impressions—yourself! I am aware of 
the motive which led you to solicit my hand. Iwas a 
listener to your conversation in which your nature dis- 
played itself without 2. mask. “ I marry her onlw for 
her money. Within a month afterwards Igo to Paris 
alone.” The only revenge I have to take is, to make 
you feel the utter paltriness of your character, by show- 
ing you the immeasurable difference between your views 
and mine. You shall learn the true dignity of such sen- 
timents as yours, by seeing the unutterable difference in 
which I hold those things which your soul esteems 
above all, then part forever. On this table are deeds 
conveying to you one half of my estate, from which 
you may extract that money for which you have been 
willing to encumber yourself, though only for a month, 
it seems, with a wife. In accordance with a form that 
has been pointed out to me, [ here deliver them to your 
exclusive use. Enjoy that money: and remember while 
doing so, that you owe that enjoyment to the intense 
contempt a woman feels for you, and let that remem- 
brance cause you to be ever companioned in your se- 
cret soul by your own utter contempt for yourself.” 

She retreated into the adjoinment room; waving her 
hand as she disappeared, she said : 

“You may retire, sir.” 

Mw Hanbury sat for a moment, overwhelmed with 
dismay and shame, he then dashed the papers upon the 
floor, and hastened out of the house. 

From that blow he never recovered. In spite of eve- 
ry effort he made to make head in his own mind against 
the sense of self-contempt, and the consciousness of the 
thorough baseness of his principles, nothing could stand 
against the remembered look and glance of that woman. 
He felt like a detected felon. He never could endure to 
see her again. The confidence with which he had pur- 
sued his former career was struck down forever. He 
withdrew from society, and giving himself up to the 
lowest occupations of what is called pleasure, has sunk 
into utter worthlessness, despised alike by himself and 
others. 





SUWARROW’S PASSAGE OF THE GLARUS. 
BY J. T, HEADLEY. 

Switzerland is full of battle fields, many of them glo- 
rious from their association with freedom. The travel- 
ler. especially the, American traveller, looks on these 
with the deepest interest, for they are connected with 
the welfare of the life of liberty. But there are thosé 
on which his eye rests with painful interest, for while 
he cannot but stand and wonder at the achievements of 
man, his heart is pained by the ravages he has wrought. 

Forty-six years ago, one night in September,the peace- 
ful inhabitants of the Muotia Thal were rtruck with 
wonder at the sudden appearance among them of multi- 
tudes of men of a strange garb and language. They 
had just gathered in their herds and flocks to the fold 
and were seeking their quiet homes that slept amid the 
green pasturages, when, like a mountain torrent, came 
pouring out from every defile and giddy pass, these 
strange and unintelligible beings. 

From the heigls of the Kiuzig Culm—from precipi- 
ces the shepherds searecly dare to tread they came 
Streaming with their confused jargon around the cotta- 
ges of these simple children of the Alps. It was Su- 
warrow, with twenty-four thousand Russians at his 
back on his march from Italy to join the allied forces at 
Zurich. He had forced the passage at St. Gothard, and 
had reached thus far when he was stopped by Lake Lu- 
cerene, and was told that Korsekaw and the main Rus- 
sian army at Zurich had been defeated. Indignant 
and incredulous at the report, he would have hung the 
peasant who informed him asa spy, had not the lay 
mother of St. Joseph’s nunnery interccded in his behalf. 
Here in this great Alpine valley, the bold commander 
found himse'f completély surrounded. Mbolitor and his 
battalions looked down upon him from the summit of 
Muotia Thal; Mortier and Massena blocked his ad- 
vance, while Lecourbe hung on his rear. The Russian 
bear was denned and compelled, for the first time in his 
life, to order a retreat. He wept with indignation and 
grief, and adopted the only alternativé left him, to cross 
the Pragel inte Glarus. 

Then commenced one of those desperate marches un- 
paralleled in the history of man. The passage of the 
St. Bernard, by Bonaparte, was a comfortable march 
compared with it, and Hannibal’s world-renowned ex- 
ploits mere child’s-play beside it. While the head of 
Suwarrow’s column had ascended the Prage, and was 
fighting desperately at Maefels, the rear guard were en- 
cumbered with the wounded and struggling in the Mu- 
otia Thal with Massena and his battallions. Then 
these savage solitudes shook to the thunder of cannon 
and the roar of musketry. 

The startled avalanche came leaping from the heights 
mingling its sudden thunder with the sound of battle. 
The frightened chamois paused on the high precipice to 
catch the strange uproar that filled thehills, The simple 
hearted peasantry saw their green pasturage covered 
with battling armies, and the snow capped heights crim- 
son with blood. Whole companies fell like snow 
wreaths from the rocks while the artillery ploughed 
through the dense mass of human flesh that darkened 
the gorge below. For ten successive days had these ar- 
mies marched and ccmbatted, and yet here on the elev- 
enth they struggled with unabated resolution. Unable 
to force the passage at Maefels, Suwarrow took the des- 
perate and awful resolution of leading his weary and 
wounded army over the mountains into the Grisons. 

Imagine, if you can, the awful solitude of mountains 
and precipices, and glaciers, piled up one above another 
in savage grandeur. Cast your eye upon one of these 
mountains, 7500 feet above the level of the sea, along 
whose bosom in a zig-zag line, goes a narrow path, 
winding over precipices and snow fields till finally lost 
on the distant summit, Upon that difficult path, and 
into those fearful snow peaks has the bold Russian re- 
solved to lead his twenty-four thousund men. 





the morning he set out, two feet deep, obliterating all 
traces of the path, and forming, as it were, a winding 
sheet for his army. In single file, and with heavy hearts, 
the men one after another entered the snow drifts and 
began the ascent. Only a few miles could be made the 
first day, and at night, without a cottage in sight, with- 
out even a tree to kindle a light around their bivouacks, 
the army lay down in the snow with the Alpine crags 
around them for their sentinel. 

The next day the head of the column reached the 
summit of the ridge, and lo! what a scene was spread 
out before them. No one who has not stood on an Al- 
pine summit can have any conception of the utter drea- 
riness of this region. The mighty mountains, as far 
as the eye can reach, lean along the solemn sky, while 
the deep silence around is broken by the sound of no liv- 
ing thing. 

Only now and then the voice of the avalanche is heard 
speaking in its low thunder tone from the depth of an 
awful abyss, or the scream of a solitary eagle circling 
around some lofty crag. The bold Russian stood and 
gazed long and anxiously on this scene, and then tarn- 
ed to look on his straggling army that, faras the eye 
could reach, wound like a huge anaconda over the white 
surface of the snow. No column of smoke arose in this 
desert wild to cheer the sight, but all was silent, mourn- 
ful and prophetic. The winding sheet of the army 
seemed spread out before them. No path guided their 
footsteps,and ever ane anon a bayonet and a feather dis- 
appeared together, as some poor soldier slipped on the 
edge of a precipice and fell into the abyss below, Hun- 
dreds, overcome and disheartened, or exhausted with 
their previous wounds, lay down to die, while the cold 
wind, as it swept along, soon wrought a snow-shrowd 
for their forms. 

The descent on the southern side was worse than the 
ascent. A freezing wind had hardened the snow into a 
crust, so that it frequemtly bore the soldjers, The bay- 
onets were thrust into it to keep them from slipping, and 
the weary and worn creatures were compelled to strug- 
gle every step, to prevent being borne away over the 
precipices that almost mcmentarily stopped their pas 
sage. Yet even this precaution was often vain. Whole 
companies would begin to slid€ together and despite ev- 
ery effort would sweep with a shriek over the edge of 
the precipice, and disappear in the untrodden gulf be- 
low. Men saw their comrades, by whose side they had 
fought in many a battle, shoot one after another over the 
dizzy verge, striking with their bayonets, as they went, 
to stay their progress. The beasts of burden slipped 
from above, and, rolling down on the ranks below, shot 
away in wild confusion, men and all, into the chasms 
that yawned at their feet. 

As they advanced the enemy appeared around on the 
precipices, pouring a scattered yet destructive fire into 
the struggling multitude. Such a sight these Alpine 
solitudes never saw, such a march no army evor made 
before. In looking at this pass the traveller cannot be- 
lieve that an amry of 24,000 men were marched over it 
through the fresh fallen snow two feet deep, For five 
days they straggled amid these gorges and over these 
ridges, and finally reached the Rhine at Jlanz. For 
months after, the vulture and the eagle hovered inces- 
santly along the line of march, and beasts of prey were 
gorged with dead bodies. Nearly 8,000 men lay scat- 
tered along the rocks and glaciers and piled in the abys- 
ses, and the bones of many an unburied soldier may 
still be seen bleaching in the ravines of the Jattser. 

No Christian or Philanthropist ever stood on @Battle 
field without mourning over the ravages of war and 
asking himself when that day woultl come when men 
would beat their swords into ploughshares, and their 
spears into pruting hooks, Yet the evil is not felt in 
all its dreadful reality. The movement of the armies 
—the tossing plumes—the unrolling of banners—the 
stirring strains of martial nusic—the charging squad- 
rons, and the might and magnificence of a great battle- 
field, disturb the imagination and check the flow of 
sympathy. If he wishes the feelings of horrer and dis- 
gust in their full strength, and his tears to flow unre- 
strained, let him go into the solitude and loneliness of 
nature, and see how her poor bosom has been disfigured 
with the blood of her children. Let him see his fellow 
beings fall by thousands, not amid the uproar and ex- 
citement of battle, but under exhaustion, heart-sickness, 
and despair. Let him behold the ranks lying down one 
after another, under the last discouragement, to die, 
while their comrades march mournfully and silently by. 
There is a cold-blooded, a sort of savage malice, about 
this that awakens all the detestation of the human bo- 
som. 

Yet the Russian could do no better. The scourge 
of nations had driven him into the strait. The crime 
and judgment belong to Bonaparte, who thus directly 
and indirectly crowded his generation into the grave. 
Suwarrow’s act was thatof a brave and resolute man. 
The nations must submit to the ambition and tyranny 
of a single man, or resist him with loss of life, and 
blood, and all the horrors of war. ° 


THE SKIN. 

It has been ascertained by inyestigations with the 
microscope, that upon every square inch of the surface 
of the human body, there are a thousand pores or small 
holes, and if the whole surface be estimated at sixteen 
square feet, which is supposed to be a fair estimate of a 
medium sized person, it. will be found to contain the al- 
most incredible number of 2,304,000 pores; and add to 
this fact, that five-eighths of all taken into the stomach, 
both solids and fluids, is elminated or cast off from the 
body through these holes or pores, and we can form 
some idea of the immense injuty which the body must 
sustain, especially during the summer and warmer por- 
tions of the year, from neglect tokeep the skin in aclean 
and healthy condition, by means of proper exercise, fre- 
quent ablution, baths, &c. And this injury falls heavi- 
est on, and is fel most by, the sedentary and confined, 
who seldom if ever get up a healthy action in the sys- 
tem by active bodily exercise, while the farmer and oth- 
er laboring classes, who sweat much and ofien, and 
keep the skin clean and pores open, avoid much of the 
evil and many sufferings which must inevitably befall 
the sedentary and confined, without constant and ener- 
getic means on their part to counteract the influence of 
such habits. ’ 

We say, therefore, to the sedentary and confined of all 
conditions, such as merchants, lawyers, teachers, cler- 
gymen, printers, shoemakers, tailors, students, and es- 
pecially females in towns and villages, who are clois- 
tered up from week to week with little or no exercise, 
take as much exercise as possible in the open air, and 


make frequent use of baths and ablutions, and never al- 
low a period than 24, or at most toe 
ta moisture of the skin in t 
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what has relieved him in such a short time from his 
difficulty of breathing, Cough and Suffocation? He 
will tell you it was “Polger's Olosaonian, or 
All-Healing Balsam.” Askthe Consump- 
tive what has allayed his Cough, re- 
moved the Pain in his Side and 
Chest, checked his night 
sweats, and placed the 
rose of health upon 
his cheek, 

and he will tell you 

Folger’s Olosaonian, 


OR 
ALL-HEALING BALSAM. 

Ask your friends if they know of any ming that will 
so speedily cure a long and tedious Cough, Raising of 
Blood, Bronchitis, Dyspeptic Consumption, Hoarseness, 
Influenza, and disease of the Throat, as Folger’s Olo- 
saonian, and they will tell you—No. There never yet 
has been a remedy introduced to public notice which has 
been productive of so much good in so short a space of 
time. Read the followin 

ASTONISHING CURES: 

Wm. Bond, the celebrated Boston cracker baker, 98 
Nassau street, Brooklyn, states that his wife has been 
afflicted with Asthma for 30 years, and could not find 

rmanent relief from the best medical advice which 

ew York and Brooklyn could produce, was induced to 
try this great remedy. She is now nearly well. His 
daughter, who was suffering from the same disease, 
sried it, and was also cured by it. Mrs. Bond is now 
so well that she is able to rise from her bed early in the 
morning, and attend to her usual duties through the day 
without any annoyance from her distressing malady. 

Henry Jackson, 13th street, near the Catholic Ceme- 
tery, caine to the store for the purpose of obtaining a 
bottle of the Olosaonian, having been afflicted with Asth- 
ma for more than 30 years, and was so exhausted on 
his arrival that he could not speak. He purchased a bot- 
tle and rode home. Four days afterwards he walked 
trom his residence to the office without fatigue, a dis- 
tance of over two miles, to tell of the wonderful relief 
which he had experienced from using about one half of 
one bottle. 

CONSUMPTION OF THE LUNGS. 

Mr. Comfort, 35 White street, was so low in the month 
of December last, that he was given up by his phy- 
sician. His friends entertaincd no hope of his recove- 
ry. He was persuaded to try the OloSaonian, and to 
his surprise it has so far restored him to health that he 
is now uble to walk about the streets. 

Mrs. Attree, the wife of Wm. H. Attree, Jas. Har- 
man, Esq. and George W. Hays, . can all bear tes- 
timony from their own experience of the healing pro- 

rties of this Great Remedy in Consumption of the 


ungs. 
- SPITTING BLOOD. 

Mrs. Thoubourn, 352 Monroe street, who had been 
troubled for a great length of time by a severe cough, 
and raised quantities of blood, was relieved by one bot- 
tleof the Olosaonian, and declares it the greatest reme- 
dy in the world. 

Dennis Kelly, 26 Water street, was also relieved from 
thr same complaint, although he was very much reduced 
when he commenced taking it, having been under the 
care of his physician a the past winter- Although 
he coughed constantly, and was very much troubled 
with night sweats, two bottles of the remedy enabled 
him to return to his daily work, He was entirely re 
lieved. 

David Henderson, 60 «3 street, George W. Ber- 
nett, formerly of Newark, N. J., Henry Lisbon, 199 
Rivington street, and numerous other persons, have 
been speedily and permanently cured of the same com- 
plaint by this remedy. 

THE ARRAY OF NAMES 

which could be produced of persons who have used this 
- remedy would more than filla column. Among 
the number we are permitted to refer to A. M. Bininger, 
102 Barclay street; Mr. Wilson of Hoboken; Mrs. 
Bell of Morristown, N. J.; James B. Devoe, 101 Reade 
street; Mrs. McCaffree, 50 Attorney street; F. Smith, 
92 3d avenue; Mrs. Wm. H. Attree of this city, and 
Mrs. Archibald, 35 White street. 

Be not deceived with any other remedy when you 
wish to purchase this, and remember that Folger’s Olo- 
saonjan or Se is sold only at 106 Nas- 
sau street, one door above Ann; at Mrs. Hays’, 139 
hong street, Brooklyn ; and at J, Hineson’s, 
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WARREN HALL, 
Corner of Pearl and Elm Sireets. 


THE subscriber would neon inform his friends 
and the public that he has recently fitted up and opened 
the above establishment, where all who favor him with a 
Nes will always find him ready to eqeavor to please 
them. 

His Ban is well stocked with the best Liquors, Scars 


and REFRESHMENTS, 
JOHN WARREN: 


jel4w4 
RALNBOW, 
49 Howard st., three doors from Broadway. 

The subscriber respectfully informs his friends in par- 
ticular, and the public in general, that he has recently 
become = ape of the above concern, and hopes, by 
every possible attention to the business, to meet with a 
reasonable share of patronage. The following relishes 
served up at the shortest notice: Beef Steaks, Mutton, 
Chops, Veal Cutlets, Rarebits, Poached Eggs, Kidneys, 
Sardines, Anchovies, Sandy-iches, Cold Cuts, &c., &c., 
&c. The Ale drawn at this establishment is from the 
best brewery in thecountry. Wines, Brandies, Segars, 
always purchased from under bond, and consequently 
are pure. Just drop in to the Rainbow, and call for a 


mug of ale, drawn mild. 
m31 WM. DILLON, Proprietor. 
HALLECK BRANCH. 
The subscriber, having dispensed with his interest in 
the Halleck House, Seeativen, intends devoting his 
whole time to his new establishment, where he can al- 
ways be found mer to serve his friends and the pub- 
lic. Passengers to Harlem will find a large and com- 
modious room set apart for their use. 
WM. H. WILSON, 
: ‘ 18 Bowery, corner of Pell street. 
His Bar is supplied with ‘the best liquors and the 
m31 








hoicest brands of Segars. 
STEAMBOAT HOTEL, 
91 South street, one door below Fulton. 

The subseriber respectfully informs his friends and 
he pnblic that he has made several improvements in his 
estabjishment this spring, and is now prepared to ae- 
commodate a large number of LODGERS with neat, 
airy bedrooms, and clean, comfortable beds, at a reason- 
able charge. Persons arriving in the city late at night, 
and citizens desirous of lodging in the lower part ot the 
city will find it to their advantage to call, as the house is 
kept open all night for the accommodation of strangers 
and farmers having business in the market. 

The bar is supplied with a choice assortment of the 
best Wines, Liquors, Segars and Refreshments, and 
every attention will be given to the comfort ot customers 
CHARLES M’NEIL, 
m3i tf 91 South street, 
CONCERT HALL, No. 101 Elizabeth street, — 
(One door above Grand street.) 
The subscriber would respectfully informs his friend 
and the public that he has recently jaails asvernl ager 
tant alterations in his house. Thelarge Ball Room, for 
size, beauty, height of ceiling and accommodations, is 
unsurpassed by any in the city—has been repainted and 
embellished throughout, and is in excellent condition for 
balls, public dinners, meetings, &c., for which purposes 
it will be let on Ln ee nro terms. German Balls 
are held in it every Monday evening, and Vocal! and In- 
strumental Concerts on Sunday evenings, at which a 
full —, of able and efficient musicians and two 
companies of emtnent vocalists (one of whi ing i 
German an the other a im ( Ae sing m 
r is furnished wi of Li 
ies Boteshenem af every iption, code ey 
jient police w the strict 
om yore preserve onder at the balls 
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